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PUBLIC AFFAIRS. 
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Lorp SALISBURY’s contribution to the forth- 
coming number of the National Review is a very 
remarkable document—first, for his threat, for it is 
nothing else, that if new Peers are created to pass 
the Home Rule Bill the House of Lords will decline 
to let them take their seats ; next, for his contention 
that the issue has been decided by a handful of 
votes, and that the electors have voted for Welsh 
Disestablishment, or against vaccination, or to 
secure cheap bread, or to express their dissatisfaction 
with the management of the dockyards, or on any 
question but the plain and simple one—“ Do you 
want Home Rule or not?’’—which he maintains has 
never been put to them at all. 





CominG from the leader of the Constitutional 
Party this contention is remarkable. It means the 
Referendum—or something very like it. Or does 
LoRD SALISBURY really desire to introduce into the 
Constitution that “imperative mandate” which the 
French Constitution expressly refuses to recognise, 
and which played so large a part among the ad- 
vanced party in the French Revolution, inheriting 
as they did the ideas of Rousseau? Because, his 
talk about the “plain question” assuredly cuts 
at the root of representative institutions as they 
were understood till very recently in England, and 
as presumably they were understood by the Con- 
servatives until Sir HENRY MAINE introduced them 
to “that legislative phylloxera, the Referendum.” 
Evidently we have a severe struggle before us; and 
if Lorp SALIsBURY desires to raise that, wave of 
popular feeling which is required to sweep away 
“the anomalous corrective of an anomalous system,” 
Liberals will be quite ready to respond to his efforts. 





Lorp SALIsBuRY’s letter on Uganda can only 
appeal to people with very short memories—that 
is, to the great mass of the non-political public. If 
the late Government always contemplated retaining 
Uganda, it is strange that the best approach to it 
was ceded to Germany, and still more strange that 
their declarations and their action were not more 
decided when the Chartered Company first announced 
its impending withdrawal. As it is, the ex-Premier 
is using his position of “ greater freedom and less 
responsibility” to re-write recent history and to 
embarrass his successors. 





THE annual meeting of the United Kingdom 
Alliance has been held at Manchester during the 
present week, and the supporters of the Alliance 
appear to have been in high spirits at the prospect 
before them. For our part, we should have regarded 
the speeches of Sir Witrrip Lawson and his 
friends with greater satisfaction if they had shown 
some recognition of the fact that temperance 
reformers are people whose services are absolutely 
necessary to the cause of temperance reform. 
Instead of this being the case, too many members 
of the Alliance seem anxious to go out of their way 
to prove that they regard the temperance reformer 
us being a greater enemy to their cause than the 
publican himself. We do not care to dwell upon the 





hypersensitiveness which leads the members of the 
Alliance to resent with a quite unnecessary amount 
of feeling any attempt to curb the evils of the liquor 
traffic which does not proceed on their own lines. 
Such hypersensitiveness is not very wise, and is 
certainly unfortunate so far as the interests of 
temperance legislation are concerned. But the 
United Kingdom Alliance has its own methods of 
working, and they are not likely to be altered in 
deference to outside criticism. Happily, the adoption 
of the formula “local option,” or local control, is 
open to others besides the Absolute Prohibitionists, 
and we still hope that when the moment for action 
comes, the members of the Alliance will not be so 
unwise as to repudiate the co-operation of those 
temperance reformers without whose assistance it 
will be impossible to carry any real measure for 
restricting or amending the liquor trade. 





Mr. MAtIns, the head of the Good Templar 
Order, has published a pamphlet setting forth the 
opposition of the Prohibitionists to any scheme of 
licensing reform. There is only one point in his 
elaborate statement which it is necessary to notice 
here. Mr. MALINS, in discussing and denouncing the 
proposals of THE SPEAKER for a comprehensive 
scheme of reform, alludes to them as though 
they were an official declaration of the intentions of 
the Government. There is not the slightest warrant 
for this assertion, which as a matter of fact is quite 
unfounded. The licensing proposals of the Govern- 
ment have not yet been considered by the Cabinet, 
and even when they have been duly formulated they 
will not be made known anywhere before they have 
been laid before Parliament. Our only object in 
initiating a discussion on this subject has been to 
try to bring together all parties opposed to the 
present traffic, on a platform of reasonable and 
practical reform. We have never pretended to 
speak for the Ministry, or for the particular Minister 
whose duty it will be to deal with this question. 





ALL who have the interests of the army at heart 
are united in demanding that the recent outbreak 
of insubordination in the Ist Life Guards should, 
after due inquiry, be dealt with rigorously. Inquiry 
and court-martial took place, and the regiment was 
with much leniency ordered to Shorncliffe instead of 
Natal. The incident was supposed to be closed, 
when an order for the immediate discharge of 
eight non-commissioned officers was suddenly de- 
spatched to Windsor. If it is true that, this 
order reached the regiment the day before its depar- 
ture, when its books were naturally packed and the 
discharge absolutely impossible, the appalling ignor- 
ance of the headquarters staff stands revealed. In 
any case, it appears to be a triumph of maladminis- 
tration to have turned an occurrence of this nature 
into a distinct grievance on the part of the inculpated 
regiment. Who can assert that these non-commis- 
sioned officers, against whom nothing is proved, were 
the persons really to blame? 





EGYPTIAN news has, for some time, been confined 
to recitals of the achievements of British administra- 
tion, inspired by the administrators themselves. Thus 
it is not known in this country that a great project 
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is on foot for the extension of the railway from 
Assiut to Wady Halfa—a distance of about 520 
miles. This project is being strongly urged by thé 
powerful military clique at Cairo, as a first step 
towards the re-conquest of the Sudan. It 
foreshadows the re-occupation of Dongola, and 
holds out the promise of invasion scares to 
be met by expeditions followed by the usual shower 
of promotions and decorations. At the same time 
the interests of the merchants and land-owning 
pashas of Egypt are naturally aroused by any 
scheme which appears likely to destroy the natural 
trade route from Berber to the Red Sea, and to 
bring the great resources of the Sudan to the port 
of Alexandria. On every ground this ill-con- 
ceived proposal should be strongly resisted. The 
existing steamer communication with Wady Halfa, 
broken only by the cataracts of Assouan, 
where there is already a railway, suffices fully 
for all legitimate requirements. We have no right 
to commit the much-taxed fellaheen to the construc- 
tion and maintenance of this unnecessary line. If 
any lesson from the miserable history of the Sudan 
is clear, it is that Egyptian rule must never be 
re-established in those unhappy regions. “One 
thing is certain,” wrote General Gordon, “that 
the Egyptians [should never be allowed out 
of their own country.” To permit this line 
to be constructed will involve us irretrievably 
in a far greater difficulty than that of Uganda. 
Finally, when the present fog has cleared and the 
politico-commercial importance of Uganda has 
been relegated to its proper place, British capital 
will unquestionably be directed to the opening-up of 
the vast resources of the Nile basin by means of the 
old-established route from Berber to the Red Sea. 
This, the only practicable means of easily opening a 
great portion of Central Africa to commerce, must 
obviously be rendered independent of the difficulties 
which surround the question of Egypt. We cannot 
allow the future to be gravely compromised merely 
to satisfy military ambitions. 


On Wednesday it was announced that the 
Durham miners had rejected the principle of the 
Eight Hours Day by the enormous majority of 
28,417 to 12,684. The motive of the rejection is not 
altogether clear. The miners proper—that is, the 
coal-hewers—at present enjoy a working-day of a 
little over seven hours; so that there were excellent 
reasons for their refusing their support to a 
measure which would either extend their hours 
underground or would not affect them at all. On 
the other hand, a multitude of boys are em- 
ployed underground for ten hours a day or more; 
and were their hours reduced, the seven hours day 
of the hewers would probably have to be reduced as 
well, and, of course, there might be a corresponding 
reduction of wage. 


Tue first Romanes lecture at Oxford was delivered 
by Mr. GLADSTONE on Monday afternoon to the 
largest audience that the University could by any 
possibility accommodate. One is tempted, of course, 
to contrast the welcome now afforded tothe Premier 
with that “unmuzzling” of seven-and-twenty years 
ago, which reflected so little credit on the University 
constituency and has been of such service to 
England. But Oxford has abandoned Liberalism 
much more recently than she rejected Mr. GLApD- 
STONE; and the only political feature of the occasion 
was the cheering which greeted the name of his 
rival. The lecture was remarkable in many ways— 
as a feat of oratory, as an exhibition of learning, 
and most of all as a revelation of Mr. GLADSTONE’S 
strongest interests. It was Locke's theological and 
philosophical influence abroad rather than his 
political and economic activity which attracted him ; 
Bishop BuTLER’s influence is far more theological 


than philosophic; and the lecture contained a brief | 





mention only of Oxford statesmen, notable panegy- 
rics on WICLIF and ARCHBISHOP LAUD, and a strong 
justification of the existence of a_ theological 
faculty. 


THE rise in the bank rate on Thursday of last 
week was followed by a considerable advance in the 
open market for a couple of days. But early this 
week rates began to fall away again, and even the 
settlement on the Stock Exchange, which began on 
Wednesday, failed to arrest the downward move- 
ment. Stock Exchange operators were able to get 
all the money they wanted at about 2} per cent., 
and often at even less. Trade is very bad; even the 
home trade, which has kept up wonderfully hitherto, 
is now beginning to suffer. Wages are being 
reduced, labour disputes are threatening, meetings 
of unemployed are being held, even in the skilled 
industries employment is scarce. Speculation, too, 
has received a check. For business purposes of every 
kind, therefore, there is exceedingly little demand for 
banking accommodation, and rates would conse- 
quently be very low were it not for the foreign 
demand for gold, which is, however, becoming serious. 
Unless the directors of the Bank of England promptly 
decide to borrow upon Consols for the purpose of 
lessening the over-supply of loanable capital in the 
outside market, they will probably have before long 
to put up their rate to 4 or even 5 percent. But they 
are as yet doing nothing, and outside bill brokers and 
bankers are competing recklessly with one another. 
They are encouraged to do so by the recovery in silver. 
It is true that on Thursday the price of the metal had 
come down once more to 39,',d. per oz., but that is a 
considerable improvement upon the quotation of a 
few weeks ago, and the outside market is now hoping 
that the crisis will be postponed for some months 
yet. The hope may be realised, but all concerned 
will do well to recollect that it is the unforeseen 
that always happens. That there will be a crisis 
hardly any well-informed man doubts. 





QUOTATIONS on the Stock Exchange are well 
maintained, but happily the investing public is 
acting prudently, and even speculators are beginning 
to become more cautious. There is a good deal 
of political uneasiness in the Argentine Republic. 
Probably the great bankers interested are right 
when they say that the Government is strong enough 
to maintain order, and that no serious fear need be 
entertained ; but all the same it is wise of the 
public to take note of the disquiet which nobody 
disputes, and not, therefore, to buy too eagerly. In 
the United States everything goes to show that the 
great operators have utterly miscalculated during the 
past year or two, that they bought over-sanguinely 
from European holders, and that they now find it diffi- 
culttosupport markets. Rates of interest and discount 
are high for the moment. Trade has not improved 
as was expected from the two great harvests in suc- 
cession, and the distrust on account of silver is 
deepening. Upon the Continent, Germany is troubled 
by the new Army Bill. There is hence discouragement 
in markets, and there would probably be a break were 
it not for the efforts of the Austrian Government 
and bankers to keep up quotations. In France trade 
is falling off. The military, naval, and public works 
expenditure is always growing. There are serious 
trade disputes, and though the leading bankers talk 
very confidently, most people doubt whether they 
will be long able to keep up quotations. In Spain 
insolvency is coming nearer every week ; in Italy the 
crisis is becoming more intense ; in Russia a deficit of 
18 millions sterling last year will probably be 
followed this year by even a heavier deficit; there 
is the deepest distress, and the Government is acting 
so as to inspire anxiety in the minds of all its neigh- 
bours. It may all come right, of course, but the 
prudent investor will be well advised to note these 
unfavourable influences, and to act circumspectly. 
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MR. COURTNEY’S OLIVE BRANCH. 


R. COURTNEY’S expression of a desire to 
Bt give Ministers fair play, not to condemn their 
Home Rule proposals before they are seen, and to 
support them when they seem to be acting in accord- 
ance with sound principles, has been received with 
characteristic disfavour by the Opposition. That is 
not at all the temper in which the “leading lights” 
of the Liberal Unionist party desire to treat their 
adversaries. Fair play, which was once supposed to 
be a characteristic of Englishmen, went out of 
fashion among Mr. Gladstone’s opponents on the 
day when they resorted to the employment of bravoes 
of the Pigott stamp in order to procure evidence 
against the men they hated, and, judging by 
sundry incidents of the past week, the same 
spirit still animates the majority of the Liberal 
Unionists. That Mr. Gladstone cannot act fairly, 
or wisely, or even honestly ; that he and his party 
are pariahs with whom no kind of co-operation is 
possible, and that the first duty of every Liberal 
Unionist who respects himself is to cast all question 
of principles on one side, and to compass, by fair 
means or foul, the downfall of the present Govern- 
ment—this and not anything else seems to be the 
actuating idea of the dissentient members of the 
Liberal party at the present moment. If we wish 
for an illustration of the way in which that idea is 
carried out we have only to refer to the recent 
episode between Mr. Morley and Mr. Arnold-Forster. 
The member for West Belfast is a man of honour as 
well as ability, and we cannot for a moment believe 
that he would willingly do an injustice to any living 
creature. But so far has he been carried by the 
prevalent political temper among his own party that 
he seems quite incapable of seeing how completely 
he is in error in his treatment of Mr. Morley, and 
how absolutely he has failed to estabiish the charge 
he brought against him. If Mr. Arnold-Forster finds 
his vision thus obscured by the heat and fury of the 
SS struggle, need we wonder that Mr. Cham- 
erlain, for example, is in still worse case, or that 
the word irreconcilable should be the only one that 
really describes the attitude of these soi-disant 
Liberals towards a Liberal Administration ? 

Mr. Courtney’s tone is so completely different 
from that of the majority of his colleagues that we 
candidly confess it has filled us with surprise. For 
six years past, we of the Liberal party have been 
accustomed to find ourselves denied the possession 
of every virtue, political or personal, by those who 
have broken away from us. It is altogether a new 
experience to hear a word of moderation or good 
feeling spoken on the other side. And yet how much 
more sensible and statesmanlike is the tone of Mr. 
Courtney than is that of the leading organs and 
persons of the party to which he belongs? If fora 
moment we could lay aside all party prepossessions, 
and consider the existing position without regard to 
bygone controversies, how clearly it would be seen 
that the wise man is he who is, at all events, prepared 
to hear before he strikes, who is not pledged to oppose 
anything and everything proposed by the present 
Ministry simply because it comes from that Ministry, 
and without regard to its intrinsic merits. There 
is no need to labour the point. It is self-evident. 
And yet for having ventured to allude to it Mr. 
Courtney is being taken to task by those who 
imagine that they represent the sweet reasonableness 
of Liberal Unionism. Happily, the “leaders” of a 
party are not always the truest exponents of the 
spirit of their followers; and it is more than probable 
that there are a good many persons who secretly 
sympathise with Mr, Courtney, and who do not see 
why they should absolutely refuse to listen io Mr. 








Gladstone’s scheme of Home Rule when they know 
that if it were to be defeated Mr. Chamberlain 
would merely pull a scheme of his own out of his 
pocket and offer it for the acceptance of the country. 
Nor, it is to be hoped, are there many Liberal 
Unionists who share the kind of temper in which the 
Times is girding at all the members of the Govern- 
ment in succession, not because they are doing 
wrong, but because they have done that which, 
even in Liberal Unionist eyes, is right. Mr. 
Asquith has decided the knotty question of Tra- 
falgar Square with skill and success. But this, 
instead of pleasing the Times, fills it with a rather 
foolish kind of disgust. Mr. Herbert Gardner 
has treated the subject of the imports of live stock 
from the common-sense point of view. Our con- 
temporary cannot hide its disappointment that he has 
not committed the Government to something foolish. 
Clearly the feeling of the Opposition is so bitter that 
they would rather see Ministers go wrong than go 
right, even though it would be the country rather 
than the Government which would suffer from a 
Ministerial error. This surely is rather a poor frame 
of mind in which to conduct the business of politics. It 
is something worse than merely poor, it is dangerous 
and almost criminal when it leads men to rejoice over 
the foreign difficulties of the Government, because 
they may be productive of embarassment at home. 
The one thing certain about the Uganda question is 
that it is not a question for the existence of which 
Mr. Gladstone and his colleagues are responsible. 
And yet how many of the opponents of the Govern- 
ment are now chuckling openly and rubbing their 
hands gleefully because this thorny problem has been 
left, through the action of Lord Salisbury, to be 
settled by a Liberal Administration. These people 
clearly are the lineal descendants of the men (they 
were Whigs in those days) who used to raise a cheer 
at Brooks’s whenever news came of a fresh Bona- 
partist victory, because it meant fresh embarassment 
for the Government at home. And yet they are 
pleased to regard themselves as the “ patriotic” 
party, and the representatives of all the civic 


_ virtues. 


All this makes it clear that Ministers who are now 
engaged in the work of settling the programme for 
next Session need not reckon upon getting fair play 
from their opponents. They will get from them 
plenty of the opposite thing—unfair misrepresenta- 
tion, personal calumny, an unscrupulous and un- 
sleeping hostility. But as for there being any hope 
of winning the Duke of Devonshire or Mr. Chamber-~ 
lain or any of the other ex-Liberals back to the 
Liberal fold by the introduction of measures calcu- 
lated to conciliate the prejudices of these persons, we 
may dismiss it from our minds at once. The moral 
is obvious. The Government, having nothing to gain 
from the goodwill or even from the sense of fair 
play of the Opposition, will do well to pursue 
its own policy fearlessly and without regard, to 
hostile criticism. Whatever may be the character 
of the Home Rule Bill, it will be bitterly denounced 
by men who are themselves panting for an oppor- 
tunity of settling the Irish question on the same 
lines. Whatever may be the treatment of the 
Registration Laws, the Licensing Question, parish 
councils, the Welsh Church, we need never hope for 
a word of acknowledgment or encouragement from 
the self-righteous critics who deem that no good 
thing can come out of the political Nazareth. 
Ministers will bear this fact. in mind when preparing 
their Bills for next session, and will make no 
attempt to conciliate opponents who revel in a 
temper of unreasoning hostility. Some there may 
be, like Mr. Courtney, who will refuse to go with 
the herd, and who will insist upon judging the acts 
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even of Mr. Gladstone upon their merits. They will 
remain the few but faithful representatives of the 
best traditions of English public life. But as for 
the great mass of the Liberal Unionist party in 
Parliament, it will remain true to its history in the 
past, and will Jet the world see that the one cardinal 
point in the compass to which its needle is ever true 
is an envenomed hatred of Mr. Gladstone and of 
those who are now associated with him in the 
government of the country. To the gratification of 
that hatred, it will be seen that the majority of 
these ex-Liberals are prepared to sacrifice not merely 
the interests of Liberalism, but those of the nation 
as a whole. 


UNIVERSITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. 

rPVHIRTY-SIX years ago, eleven years after, in the 
famous words of the Irish newspaper, he had left 

the errors of the Church of England for those of the 
Church of Rome, John Henry Newman asked and 
answered the question “ What is a university ?”’ 
“Tt is,” he said, “the place to which a thousand 
schools make contributions; in which the intellect 
may safely range and speculate, sure to find its 
equal in some antagonist activity, and its judge in 
the tribunal of Truth. It’s a place where inquiry is 
pushed forward,and discoveries verified and perfected, 
and rashness rendered innocuous, and error exposed 
by the collision ot mind with mind, and knowledge 
with knowledge. . . . It’s a place which attracts the 
young by its fame, wins the judgment of the middle- 
aged by its beauty, and rivets the memory of the old 
by its associations.’’ Newman’s description is grace- 
ful. His standard was lofty. His ideal was pic- 
turesque and elevated. He attempted to carry it 
out at Dublin, “under the patronage of Mary,” 
and “in the name of Patrick.” But even these 
illustrious auspices were inadequate to the pur- 
pose for which they were invoked. The Roman 
Catholic University of Dublin was a failure. The 
funds were not forthcoming. The patronage of 
Mary and the blessing of Patrick were inoperative 
without the pence of Peter. Ireland, as we know 
from the old song, is a “ most distressful country.” 
The only university which flourishes in the most 
Catholic of nations is the Protestant University of 
Dublin, opened by Mr. Fawcett’s Act to students of 
all denominations, but still Protestant to the back- 
bone. Mr. Gladstone delivered his already famous 
lecture on Medieval Universities among his own 
people, in the scene of his own earliest triumphs, 
where Wellington was cheered for his false quantities, 
where a large and enthusiastic audience stood up to 
welcome William Wordsworth as the foremost poet 
of the age. It was an impressive, perhaps a unique 
spectacle, not merely from the splendid dignity of 
the “old man eloquent” and the unanimous fervour 
of his audience, but from the strange contrasts of 
youth with age, of the statesman with the scholar, 
of the university with the world. The founder of the 
annual lecture which the Prime Minister was the 
first to deliver is a distinguished man of science, 
a man about half Mr. Gladstone’s age, whose interests 
lie a good deal more in modern discovery than in 
ancient learning. If the Vice-Chancellor is to be 
credited with the choice of Mr. Gladstone, whose 
present position was then only a “nebulous hypo- 
thesis,’ Mr. Romanes, a Darwinian iconoclast, has 
rovided Oxford with the opportunity of hearing a 
igh Churchman vindicate Laud. There is an old 
Latin distich, probably composed in the fourteenth 
or fifteenth century, which says that when Oxford 
men begin to quarrel England will be involved in 
civil war. The Bishop of Oxford, in his Constitve 





tional History, which so many praise and so few 
read, casually mentions that in 1420 “the scholars 
of Oxford were waging war on the county.” Inci- 
dents like this, which the learned bishop treats as 
quite in the ordinary course, qualify Mr. Gladstone’s 
praise of universities as substituting law for anarchy, 
and the word for the sword. 

There is much to criticise in modern universities. 
They offer the prospect of three years’ idleness, 
interspersed with a few weeks’ cram, to a number of 
young men who had better be working for their 
living or for the good of their fellow-creatures. 
Even among reading men there is still the old con- 
trast of him who takes in twelve books and gets a 
“second ” with him who takes in the examiners and 
gets a “first.” But it is better to be guilty of these 
acts and omissions than to wage war on the county 
or to fight in the streets. In the eighteenth century 
Junius could describe Oxford and Cambridge as the 
homes of learned dulness and thoughtless repose. 
The Thirty Years’ War between Bentley and the 
Fellows of Trinity originated in the attempt of an 
arrogant, strong-minded man to make his subordinates 
do something for their money. Mr. Gladstone justly 
praises the energy and activity of Laud. The ritual 
which Laud set himself to introduce or to restore 
had only a conventional relation with the Christian 
faith. But, whatever may be thought of his judg- 
ment or his motives, his efforts were successful. He 
put the altar in the Church of England where he 
thought it should be, and where it is now. He 
acted—if it can be called action—while others 
argued and talked. Mr. Gladstone’s defence of the 
Archbishop’s intellectual tolerance is less convincing 
and more vulnerable. It is probable enough that so 
long as people would repeat his formulas, Laud did 
not care whether they believed them. Every bigot 
who has a grain of commonsense must find out for 
himself in practice that religious tests are impossible 
and absurd. No human power can prevent an 
atheist from becoming Archbishop of Canterbury, 
and we know that there have been atheistical Popes. 
What persecutors can do, Laud did. He insisted 
upon outward and visible conformity. That he 
recognised the limits of mundane authority is no very 
great compliment either to his piety or to his wisdom. 
Some of Mr. Gladstone’s old-fashioned admirers 
may perhaps observe with regret that he abandons 
Alfred as the founder, either of the university itself 
or of the college which goes by that name. Of 
course, Mr. Gladstone only follows the overwhelming 
mass of historical evidence. Merton is the oldest 
college in Oxford, and Alfred had no more to do with 
that university than Charlemagne. Mr. Lowe used to 
amuse himself by professing a belief, which can 
hardly have been genuine, in the legendary connec- 
tion of the Saxon king with the college of which 
Mr. Lowe was himself once a Fellow. Mr. Lowe 
probably wanted to annoy Mr. Freeman, and, if so, 
he succeeded in his object. Mr. Gladstone’s Homeric 
theories may be occasionally fanciful. But in dealing 
with historic times his caution and sobriety are con- 
spicuous. 








THE LONDON REFORM UNION. 





YROVINCIAL politicians have hitherto had a 
way of looking down upon London. They speak 

of it as an overgrown city in which there is no civic 
life. It lacks public spirit. It cannot assert itself. 
If they are Liberals, thy complain that it contributes 
much more than its fair share to the members of the 
Tory party in the House of Commons. And Lon- 
doners, witnessing the public vigour of Birmingham, 
Newcastle, and the great towns of Lancashire and 








FF of fF FV eS a ee ee 








CS COS Tare .té—‘<(C 


mowN O@Wve wwe 


BSEeSn meme ers oerw PONY 


»C- 


So wea © 
maSar 


n- 


mak 
vic 
elf. 
tes 
the 


1m, 





October 29, 1892. ] 


THE SPEAKER. 515 





Yorkshire, have often had to confess that the re- 
proach was just. Perhaps it is vain to hope that 
London can ever act with great concentration, or 
that its citizens can feel in it that close and en- 
grossing interest, or regard it with that almost 
personal pride, which is common in the Provinces ; 
it is too big and too scattered, and a large part 
of its population has only an occasional concern 
in its local affairs. But of late years there have 
been signs of an awakening. It has been shown 
in the rout of the Moderates at the last County 
Council election, the recapture of a dozen Parlia- 
mentary seats, the attention with which the debates 
in the County Council are followed, the increased 
interest in vestry government, and in many other 
ways. London newspapers have begun to chronicle 
London affairs. Its citizens are realising that 
they have a water question, a market question, 
and a condition-of-the-people question. At every 
sitting of their County Council they are reminded 
that their powers of self-government are narrower 
than those of other great towns. The peculiarity 
of their position is too obvious not to strike them. 
On his way to the City every morning, if he is not 
too busy over a sporting newspaper, the Londoner 
receives an admirable lesson in public affairs. He 
rides in an omnibus, or in a hansom cab, licensed by 
State officials, alongside public parks vested in other 
State officials, through Trafalgar Square, where meet- 
ings can be held only by leave of the Secretary of 
State. The passage of his vehicle at crowded 
crossings is controlled by State police. When 
he leaves the Strand and enters Fleet Street, he 
finds himself in a wholly new area of government, in 
an island of antiquated institutions, beyond the 
control of his County Council. On his morning’s ride 
he has seen only the London of the well-to-do. But 
all around him he is dimly aware of another London, 
in which a million of people, whose average family 
wage does not exceed a guinea a week, drag out 
their gloomy lives in houses that only the local 
vestry considers fit for human habitation. And he 
cannot fail to wonder whether there is any reason 
why London might not be entrusted with as large 
powers as other municipalities, and whether things 
would not be better if light were thrown upon its 
dark places. 

If London is torpid, it is not due to the lack of 
public-spirited citizens. Indeed, it is peculiarly rich 
in men of high character and of great influence and 
ability who are willing to spend their lives in its 
service. We need only mention the Mansion House 
Council to show that in one matter of supreme 
importance—the dwellings of the poor—good work 
is quietly going on. But something more is needed. 
London is vast and scattered, yet it forms one com- 
munity, and the interests and sufferings of no district 
and of no class of its citizens can be alien to the whole. 
Its reformers will have double power if they are brought 
together. To do this appears to be the chief aim of 
the London Reform Union, which has just been 
formed. A new reforming organisation, like a new 
company promising large dividends, is justly regarded 
with much suspicion, but the London Reform Union 
inspires us with a good deal of confidence. Its pro- 
gramme is backed with good names, representing 
many shades of opinion. It will have the services of 
Mr. Tom Mann, of whom we can say, without intend- 
ing disrespect to other Labour leaders, and without 
accepting all his strong views, that he has the really 
great distinction of never speaking on a subject with- 
out taking great pains to inform himself of the facts. 
The chairman of the opening meeting was Mr. Lough, 
a man of remarkable administrative ability, to 
whom every Liberal should be personally grateful 
for his having given us one Chamberlain the less 





in Parliament. Mr. Sidney Webb was there, repre- 
senting the Socialism which is tempered with 
prudence, and Mr. Haldane, representing the Indi- 
vidualism which is lit up with emotion. Three 
Cabinet Ministers have expressed approval of the 
objects of the Union. The presence at the meeting 
of Mr. Lafone and Mr. Bousfield, and the name of 
Sir Albert Rollit in the list of supporters, betokens a 
hopeful willingness, at least at the outstart, to keep 
the local questions of London clear of the disturbing 
influence of political parties. Last week we referred 
to the Union, while it was still in the process of 
formation, and spoke of it as an association which 
had, more or less, made up its mind in favour of 
municipalisation. The opinions of some of its 
members may tend that way, but we are glad to find 
that the Union, in its programme, commits itself 
to no special remedies for the evils of London. 
It claims for London full powers of municipal 
government, and in general terms it proposes 
to reform the existing administration of the river, 
docks, and wharves, the markets, water supply, 
means of lighting, locomotion, police, the City funds, 
hospitals, and other charities; but it cautiously 
abstains from declaring what the reforms shall be. 
Its primary aim is to inquire into the condition of 
the people, and rouse interest on all matters affect- 
ing the welfare of London. In particular its com- 
mittees will investigate the work of other munici- 
palities, and seek instruction from their experience. 
Courses of lectures will be delivered covering the 
whole field of social and municipal reform. By 
these and other means it hopes to be able to give 
effective assistance both to those who can initiate 
legislation, and to those who desire the thorough 
administration of the existing law. 

The Union comes at a good time. Nothing is 
more essential to London just now than that its 
County Council—which is working hard, and is 
facing its difficulties with great courage, but which 
has powerful and unscrupulous enemies—should 
receive hearty and continued support from the out- 
side. It is planning improvements which will in- 
volve a vast expenditure. This week it has adopted 
the report of its committee on the great Broadway 
from Holborn to the Strand, an improvement in- 
volving an outlay of £2,146,000, and certain to meet 
with strenuous resistance before it is carried through. 
Owners of property are scared by the condition 
which is imposed, that they must bear their fair share 
of the cost; in their eyes, as Mr. Campbell said, it is 
a downright wicked, extravagant improvement ; and 
both in and out of Parliament they will let no occa- 
sion pass of exciting public prejudice against it. 
Their influence is great. They will beat the Council, 
unless Londoners who care more for their great city 
than for the pockets of a few citizens resolutely take 
up its defence. In this matter, then, the London 
Reform Union has an immediate task before it, and 
an opportunity of rendering invaluable service. And 
as its appearance is opportune, so has it taken up its 
work at the right end. Large schemes of reform 
must develop themselves gradually. Public opinion, 
without which they are impossible, forms very slowly. 
Before everything it is needful to go into details, to 
take up each question by itself, to ascertain the 
facts and to spread a knowledge of them, and to 
make full use of the really great powers which the 
existing law affords for improving the condition of 
the people. If the London Reform Union keeps 
steadfastly on this line, as it promises to do, and 
proves itself to be a body not only of earnest but 
of practical men, Londoners will soon have cause 
to throw aside their first doubts and to join 
gratefully and enthusiastically in the work of its 
founders. 
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SEALS, RUSSIAN OR ENGLISH? 

TTVHE telegraphic announcement of the seizure of 

sealers by Russian vessels in the North Pacific 
produced an immediate outcry in the London Press. 
Russia, we are constantly told, is an eminently 
aggressive Power; here was an evident instance of 
unprovoked and inexcusable aggression. One daily 
paper, without waiting for information, at once pro- 
claimed Russian naval officers to be little better than 
ordinary thieves. Thus are international relations 
embittered. Thus is readily explained the universal 
dislike in which Great Britain is held. For who, in 
ordinary social life, can tolerate the person who 
never by any chance recognises the possibility of 
being in the wrong ? 

A fresh crop of telegrams has recently come to 
hand. Ottawa reports that the Canadians on board 
the captured sealers have been surrendered, and 
shipped to Canada, and that the Russian official 
account of the seizure is “completely at variance 
with the information in the possession of the 
Dominion Government.” Victoria (B.C.) vaguely 
informs us that “all kinds of rumours are in 
circulation in connection with the affair,” which 
is easily believed, and adds pleasantly: “It is 
alleged that the Sealers’ Association are in posses- 


sion of evidence tending to show that the United 
States is partially responsible for the action 
taken by Russia and Japan.” This dig at the 


United States is eminently characteristic. The 
easy phrase “it is alleged” may be employed to 
launch any ballon d’essai. Simultaneously, from St. 
Petersburg, we learn that much indignation has 
been aroused by the tone of the English Press, and 
that the legality of the proceedings of the Russian 
cruisers is maintained. 

Neither the Russian official account of the pro- 
ceedings, nor the report of the captain of the British 
vessel sent up to inquire into the matter, is as yet 
before us. Meanwhile, we have abundant reason to 
suspend judgment. High-handed, possibly illegal, 
the proceedings may have been; but the provoca- 
tion must have been great, and we at least do not 
go into court with clean hands. For several years 
past, vessels have been regularly fitted out in 
Japanese ports for so-called pelagic sealing under the 
British flag. It is well known that purely pelagic 
sealing in these waters does not pay its expenses, 
and that these vessels are simply employed in raid- 
ing Russian or any other rookeries. There has not 
even been any attempt to conceal the modus operandi, 
which has, on the contrary, been publicly adver- 
tised. Thus only this year the commanders of the 
two pelagic sealers, Mystery and Arctic, agreed 
to hunt in company and share the proceeds. 
While driving some 3,000 seals on Robbin Island, 
which is as much Russian territory as the Crimea, 
the two vessels were caught. The Mystery was 
carried off to Viadivostock, where her crew were 
liberated; but the Arctic managed to elude her 
captors in a gale, returned to Robbin Island, secured a 
large number of skins, andreached Yokohamain safety. 

The above story, it will be said, is a sample 
of Russian mendacity—an attempt to justify the 
seizure of two innocent vessels engaged in legal fish- 
ing on the high seas. Unfortunately, these interest- 
ing facts were all stated in sworn evidence given by 
the principals in the British Consular Court of Japan. 
For the owners of the unlucky Mystery had no 
scruples in suing the fortunate Arctic in open court 
for their share of the stolen property, and apparently 
there was no means of avoiding this grave scandal. 
Hence, not merely did these persons, sailing under 
the British flag and ever ready to claim its pro- 
tection, swear publicly to their own misdeeds, 





but the Crown Prosecutor, who appeared for the 
defendant Arctic, entered a plea that the contract 
could not be enforced, because it related to the 
performance of an illegal action. Well might the 
Japan Daily Mail vehemently protest against “ men 
coming into open court, and coolly swearing that 
they have been engaged in a poaching expedition, 
and that they have stolen ten or eleven hundred 
seal-skins, with regard to the equitable division of 
which they ask the Queen’s judge to give a decision.” 
Was ever a British court of justice brought so low 
as this? 

The significance of the whole affair, however, lies 
in the cynical immorality of the owners of these 
schooners. While the British Press pours forth its 
righteous indignation against Russian aggression, the 
so-called British sealer is not ashamed to publicly 
proclaim his iniquity. These are the persons by 
whom the flag of England is disgraced, and her 
foreign relations embittered. Let the indignation 
fall where it is justly due ; and, until we have purged 
ourselves of participation in open thieving, let us 
endeavour to restrain our Pharisaic proclivities. 
Immunity from capture outside the three-mile terri- 
torial limit may be a wise and necessary provision ; 
but some obligation rests upon us to see that it is not 
grossly abused. Evenif the Russians have acted in a 
high-handed manner, it is impossible not to admit 
that the provocation has been extreme. 








THE PRESIDENTIAL CANDIDATES. 


{ ENERAL HARRISON and Mr. Cleveland, the 

J two candidates for the presidency of the 
United States, represent two distinct American 
types. Both are lawyers by profession, and Presby- 
terians in religion; both are of English ancestry ; 
neither has the magnetic personality of Mr. Blaine 
nor his unscrupulousness ; both are highly honour- 
able men and make “ safe” Presidents; but here the 
similarity ends. In other personal characteristics 
they differ as widely as they do in their records in 
the past, and their policies for the future. Mr. 
Harrison is a man with a genealogical line, and the 
ghosts of his remote ancestors play an important 
part in his elections. Mr. Cleveland is sprung from 
a younger democracy. In Mr. Harrison's last cam- 
paign his paternal ancestor who signed the declara- 
tion of independence, another who signed the decree 
for the execution of Charles L., and his grandfather, 
who was President for a short time, were referred to 
as evidence of the soundness of his Republicanism, 
and as proof of his administrative capacity. Mr. 
Cleveland does not fall back on his parentage, but 
relies upon himself. Mr. Harrison is represented by 
his friends as an unassuming, unambitious man who 
had to be dragged from his rural seclusion in Indiana 
to play a part in national affairs. He was at once 
made colonel of his regiment in the war; he was 
taken from the Sunday-school where he was a 
teacher, and the church where he was an elder— 
from the placidity of his Indiana life—and sent to 
Washington as a senator. Trotted out without 
his seeking as a “dark horse” in the Republican 
Convention of 1888 he galloped into the first place, 
to the surprise of those who knew him, and the 
greater surprise of those who had never heard of 
him. His career up to that time had been compara- 
tively colourless. He had given no proof of special 
administrative gifts. Placed in the Presidential 
chair, it was expected that Mr. Harrison would 
become the passive instrument of Mr. Blaine—that 
the sinister figure of the “ tail-twister”’ would be 
always behind him, prompting, directing, dic- 
tating. But, when he once felt his feet, Mr. 
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Harrison proved to be a man of more character than 
his friends—and especially Mr. Blaine—had taken 
him for. He soon had differences with his bumptious 
Secretary of State; the differences developed into 
friction, and the friction ended in open rupture. 
The best thing which Mr. Harrison did was to crush 
Mr. Blaine. In the rivalry between them for the 
nomination, Mr. Harrison had to adopt Blaine’s 
methods, but he succeeded. He packed the Conven- 
tion with office-holders. The “machine” of the 
office-holders beat the “machine” of the office- 
seekers. 

As might be expected from his Paritan origin 
and his Presbyterian training, Mr. Harrison is a 
strongly religious man. His household is a model 
of decorum ; and he sets an example to others in his 
piety and personal virtues. He is a man of homely 
tastes, and an eminently respected and respectable 
citizen. He has not a strong intellectual bent: his 
messages have not been notable either in form or 
in matter. As a speaker he is distinctly dull, 
and never rises above the commonplace. 

Mr. Cleveland’s early career was distinctly 
different from his rival’s. Mr. Cleveland seems to 


have been marked out for an administrative | 


career and as a leader of reform. He made no 
pretence of holding back from public office. After 
being a county attorney he was elected Sheriff of 
Buffalo, then Mayor of the city; and such was his 
success as an administrative reformer in his own 
town that he was elected Governor of New York 
State by an overwhelming majority. The qualities 
which won Mr. Cleveland popularity as Mayor and 
Governor characterised his career as President. “Mr. 
Cleveland’s personality,” said the late Mr. Russell 
Lowell, “is very simpatico. He is a truly American 
type of the best kind.” He displayed moral 
qualities when in office which were quite an innova- 
tion in modern American politics. The Americans 
rejoiced that they had at last found a man of 
courage in office, a capable leader of a reform move- 
ment. Mr. Cleveland is not an able constructive 
statesman in the European sense; he is not a 
magnetic man; he is not a great orator; nor can 
brilliancy be associated with his name. But he is 
a man of personal integrity and honesty of purpose, 
a man with a conscience and a will above party 
exigencies. He showed his determination to do some- 
thing for the purification of American politics, and 
to stop the course of selfish and demoralising legisla- 
tion. In Buffalo he had to fight the local political 
“machine,” in New York State he was at loggerheads 
with Tammanyism and the corrupt elements of his 
party ; and his action as President raised the opposi- 
tion of vested interests, and caused disappointment 
among the office-seeking henchmen which helped 
to bring about his defeat. When out of office, as 
in harness, he kept his hands clean. After his 
defeat he returned to his lawyer’s office in New 
York; and the man who had been the chief magis- 
trate of sixty millions of people rode in street cars 
with the poorest citizen, like one of the people which 
he claims to be. He conducted himself with dignity 
and caution, never pushing himself to the front, 
speaking seldom and always to the point. He held 
aloof from all entangling alliances and shady political 
associations. His selection as Democratic candidate 
in opposition to the most determined scheming of the 
“machine” and the intriguing of self-seeking traitors 
was a victory for honest public opinion. His name 
awakens a moral enthusiasm among the people, which 
is a healthy sign in American politics. We have 
said that Mr. Cleveland is not a great orator. Like 
most American politicians, he has a weakness for 
platitudes ; but he is a thoughtful speaker. He is 
the author of more “ notable sayings” than any 








other man in American politics, among others 
his famous declaration that “ Public office is a 
public trust,” a dictum upon which he has always 
acted. 

Mr. Harrison at Washington has taken an entirely 
opposite course to Mr. Cleveland, apart from general 
questions of policy. While he withstood Mr. Blaine’s 
dogmatic will, and curbed his personal ambitions, 
Mr. Harrison must share the responsibility with Mr. 
Blaine of lowering the tone of American diplomacy 
in the controversies with us over the Behring Sea 
question, and in his high-handed and Jingoish treat- 
ment of Chili. Mr. Harrison has failed to maintain 
his election pledges by extending civil service reform. 
He has declined to act on the recommendations of the 
Civil Service Commission. He has removed thousands 
of capable officers because they were Democrats, and 
given their places to incompetent men because they 
were Republicans. The doctrine of the “to the 
victors belong the spoil ” has been acted upon to the 
full, and Mr. Harrison’s administration has been a 
glorious time for the spoilsmen. He was the most 
enthusiastic promoter of McKinleyism, and allowed 
the rich producers and commercial autocrats who 
had contributed to his election campaign fund to 
frame the clauses of the Tariff Act. Under his 
administration the Pension Bureau has become a 
huge corrupt election fund, and the alleged 
“ veterans ” of the war or their relatives cost more 
to maintain than does the whole German army. He 
has permitted the selfish, demoralising elements in 
his party to maintain their corrupting influences, 
and although he has won successes in foreign policy— 
such as the satisfactory settlement of the Samoan 
question, in which America need not have meddled 
at all, and his opening of European markets to that 
noble animal the American hog—his policy has been 
distinctly one of reaction in legislation and in ad- 
ministration. 

The public know from Mr. Cleveland’s past 
record what they may expect from him in the future. 
The distinctive note of his four years’ presidency 
was “courage.” He had the courage to offend the 
office-seekers, and to keep' many Republicans in 
office. And before leaving office he threw down a 
challenge to the great protectionist plutocrats in his 
famous denunciation of the ‘communism of capital.” 
As the first Democrat who had held the office of 
President for twenty-three years, and having to deal 
with a hostile Senate, he was greatly handicapped, 
and his schemes of reform to some extent were 
frustrated. He succeeded in improving the Civil 
Service system. He organised a Civil Service 
Commission, which freed examining boards of 
political influence. He appointed the Inter-State 
Commerce Commission to prevent “pooling” and 
unequal charges on railways, and he vetoed many 
mischievous and reactionary measures, and exercised 
a reforming influence all round. He left a surplus 
of over twenty million pounds, which the extrava- 
gance of his successors has swept away, and he laid 
down plans of tariff reform which, if he is again 
elected, he will carry into effect. 








CHRISTIANITY AND DEMOCRACY IN 
FRANCE. 





HE Pope, it appears, has just been threatening 

the French Government that the next creation 
of French Cardinals must be the last, unless the 
present aggressive policy of the Republic against the 
Holy See and the Church in France be discontinued. 
This is rather a left-handed commentary upon the 
Encyclical to the French bishops and all the fine 
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talk of late about the reconciliation between the 
Church and the Republic. Has the Pope suppressed 
the Royalists and bidden the Catholics accept the 


Republic only to be rewarded with cynical derision 
—to see the cross torn from the roof of the Panthéon 
by Parliamentary decree and the law of associa- 
tions trained like a new piece of ordnance upon 


the ranks of the clergy? Or does he view the 
churlishness of the bourgeois Republic with tolerable 
tranquillity, confident that his overtures to the 
ultimate master of the bourgeois, the proletarian, will 
meet witha better reception? These are the questions 
one asks oneself not only in presence of this latest 
communiqué of the Pope, but also after reading that 
most thorough and suggestive examination of the 
whole recent democratic policy of the Vatican, M. 
Anatole Leroy-Beaulieu’s “ Papacy, Socialism, and 
Democracy,’ a book which has just appeared in an 
English translation (Chapman and Hall). The eminent 
French economist does not answer these questions 
positively ; the future is dark and problematical to his 
gaze; but he arrives at some very definite hypothetical 
conclusions. France is lost, he thinks, unless the 
democracy turns to the Church, or the Church 
succeeds in re-evangelising the democracy. Society 
cannot exist without a moral principle, and moral 
principle, which has evaporated from among modern 
peoples with religious sentiment, producing a fatal 
vacuum, can only be restored by positive Christi- 
anity. Unless that vacuum is filled Europe may 
be overwhelmed by a new barbarism. Such is 
M. Leroy-Beaulieu’s conception of the effect of the 
evaporation of religious sentiment upon the new 
heirs of power, that he pictures the proletariat, 
the “ Fourth Estate,” advancing like another 
Attila’s horde, ignorant, insatiable, unbridled, 
driven on by appetites and ambitions they 
have never felt before in pursuit of an earthly 
material paradise which science as well as religion 
teaches to be a vain chimera, tearing down all the 
dykes and entrenchments of the old society in their 
rage and disappointment, and subjecting the German- 
Latin culture, like the Greco-Roman civilisation 
after Athens and Alexandria, to another eclipse of 
a thousand years. M. Leroy-Beaulieu of course 
writes in the midst of France, from the point of 
view of a rather pessimistic French philosopher, 
and like most Frenchmen he is gifted with im- 
agination as well as logic. But for these very 
reasons are his views most interesting. He is an 
economist and a scientific thinker; he has come by 
his views, not through zeal for the house of God, 
but through contemplating our social strifes “from 
the low summit of human science;”’ and if we in 
this country do not share these misgivings of his as 
to the future of democracy, it is perhaps because we 
are accustomed to look upon the honest face of the 
British man of the people, who is at bottom essen- 
tially, even profoundly Christian, while he is 
continually envisaged by the post-Revolution 
“ proletarian” of France—a human type, who is 
not merely without Christianity, but has been 
taught to be its enemy. ‘These barbarians of 
civilisation,” as he calls the hosts of the Fourth 
Estate, what makes them all the more dangerous is 
not so much their ignorance —“ that incurable 
ignorance of the elementary school, which outlives 
all certificates of aptitude””—but “ the passions, the 
rancour, the ambition, the hatred, which nothing 
can restrain, and which have replaced the forgotten 
beliefs in their empty souls.” M. Leroy-Beaulieu 
wrote these words in the Revue des Deux Mondes 
before Ravachol had become a popular hero. 

Yet it is to these barbarians of civilisation that 
Leo XIII. turns in the hope of renewing the youth 
and glory of the Papacy and saving society. The 





downfall of the temporal power has bridged over the 
seemingly impassable abyss which used to separate 
democracy from the Holy See. Since the Church 
has become poor and disinherited a closer relation- 
ship has become possible between her and the poor 
and disinherited of the earth. “The prisoner of the 
Vatican” has learned to look less and less to kings 
and States, to capitalists and middle classes, and 
more and more to the toiling masses upon whom, to 
quote his own words, the rich have laid a yoke 
“little better than slavery itself.” The Catholic 
Church has ever had less fear of the democracy than 
of the middle classes. She has suffered less in her 
time from the rashness and rudeness of the masses 
than from the astute treachery and hypocritical 
respect of the men of law. Democracy,” says 
M. Leroy-Beaulieu, “with all its violence, its 
outbursts, its greed—the people with its brutality, 
its ferocity, its hatreds—is savage, barbarian if 
you like; but the Church has met with so many 
savages and barbarians in her long life-time; she 
has baptised so many of them that she flatters 
herself she can deal with these also.” She has 
grown tired of acting as what Vueillot used to call 


“the cassocked policeman” for the bourgeoisie: 


keeping the appetites of the poor, the covetotisness 
of the needy in check, with promises of reward in 
another world, in order that the rich might enjoy their 
luxuries in peace. Called in to curse the invading 
tribes of toilers, she answers the wealthy as 
Balaam answered Balak, King of Moab, “I have 
been ordered to bless.” Turning to the democratic 
legions drawn up before the tents of capital in battle 
array, she says, “If you wish to escape from the 
barren desert in which you have toiled for genera- 
tions follow me, and I will lead you into the land 
of Canaan, in which your children shall find abun- 
dance.” 

It is indeed a sublime dream—that of the 
Christian Church, whether Latin or Anglo-Saxon, 
freed from the embarrassing worldly vanities of State 
establishments, going forth in truly apostolic guise 
to meet the myriad-headed poor of God, and to lead 
them in safety into the new era of their inheri- 
tance. But M. Leroy-Beaulieu’s heart misgives him 
that—so far as France is concerned, at any rate—the 
breach between Church and proletariat has gone too 
far for this flattering vision to be realised. The 
social war, he fears, is unavoidable, and threatens to 
be inexpiable because “in our suburbs the Gospel is 
almost as little known as if it had never been trans- 
lated from the Greek,” because “the shadow of the 
Cross offends the very people who used to find 
strength and comfort at the foot of the crucifix.” 
This he perceives is the great misfortune of France 
especially, and “explains her great inferiority when 
compared with rival nations.” “It is all very well 
for the Pope to tell us by his Encyclicals, by his 
cardinals, and by the Petit Journal, that there is 
nothing incompatible between the Church and the 
Republic; what avails it so long as we are informed, 
on the other side, that the essential duty of the 
Republic is to destroy Christianity among the 
people?” Which brings us back to the threat as to 
the creation of cardinals which His Holiness felt it 
necessary to address to the French Government last 
week—a symptom that seems to tally with these 
fears. M. Leroy-Beaulieu, however, seems too prone 
to gloomy views ; and, extremely valuable though his 
book is, as recording the impression produced upon 
a powerful mind by the present state of things in 
France studied at close quarters, we can hardly a 
with his prognostications either as to the future of 
society or of religion. We neither hold the Church 
so entirely irresponsible for her own misfortunes in 
France as he seems to believe, nor do we think her 
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so ill-prepared to cope with the coming storm. If 
the ened inet will leave politics alone, and act the 
part of peace-maker in the social conflicts of his flock, 
he may again have a useful and a great career before 
him. On the other hand, if the Republic wil! get 
the better of its cheap infidel demagogues of the 
“Homais, pharmacien” type, and come to terms 
with the democratic Pope, the political and social 
soundness of France should be assured and Europe 
saved from those terrible ten centuries of anarchy 
which M. Leroy-Beaulieu’s lively imagination sees 
threatening on the horizon. 





THE GERMAN AND FRENCH /ARMIES. 





HE résumé of the new German Army Bill pub- 

lished by the Cologne Gazette, which appears to 
be substantially correct, has naturally called forth a 
strong opposition from the whole independent press of 
Germany ; and the prospect of the Bill passing does not 
appear very great just now. Assuming, however, for 
the purpose of discussion that the Government some- 
how contrives to get a majority, the Bill will impose 
a greatly increased sacrifice in men and money upon 
the Empire. At the present time the peace effective 
of the German army amounts, in round figures, to 
487,000 men, including non-commissioned officers 
and privates. The new Bill proposes to raise the 
effective, including only corporals and privates, to 
somewhat over 492,000 men. In future, non-com- 
missioned officers other than corporals are to be 
voted every year, and it is estimated that, includ- 
ing them, the total peace effective will be in- 
creased by about 84,000 men, so that the total 
effective standing army will be raised to 576,000 
men. The preamble of the Bill points out that the 
standing armies of both France and Russia exceed 
the present German force, the French effective 
amounting for the last three years to an average of 
519,000 men, while the Russian is as much as 
987,000. And it goes on to argue that the danger 
of this state of things is too great to be borne 
any longer. But it admits that the cost of the 


increase would be too great if every recruit was still | 


required to serve three years with the colours, there- 
fore the time of service is to be reduced generally to 
two years’ though the three years’ liability is retained, 
and when necessary will be enforced. ‘“ We must,” 
say the authorities, “have an organisation which 
absorbs every really able-bodied man, and then 
Germany can look forward without anxiety to an 
attack, in full confidence that the quality of her 
army is successfully maintained.’’ The annual con- 
tingent to be called up in future is fixed at 235,000 
men, the French contingent being about 230,000, 
and the Russian about 281,000. On this point 
the preamble lays great stress, contending that 
the State which has the largest annual contin- 
gent will have a more effective force, because it 
will contain a larger proportion of men in the 
prime of life. As the liability to service con- 
tinues for twenty-four years, at the end of that 
time Germany will have a total fighting force 
of 4,400,000 men, allowing upon the one hand 
for the growth of population, and on the other 
for deaths and all other casualties. The French 
liability continues for twenty-five years, and at the 
end of that time will give France a total fighting 
force of about 4,053,000 men ; while in twenty-three 
years, the limit in Russia, that country will have a 
total fighting force of 4,556,000 men. Assuming 
that the Bill becomes law, when it is in full opera- 
tion it will thus give Germany a superiority over 
France of nearly 350,000 men; and the preamble 








states expressly that “ France has already reached 
the last limits of her ability to increase her fighting 
strength.” 

It is little wonder that a proposal such as has 
just been described should raise an outery through- 
out the German Empire. Every man capable of 
bearing arms is to be made a soldier in actual fact, 
not, as heretofore, in legal theory. It is true that 
France is already carrying this into effect ; but that 
does not lessen the magnitude of the sacrifice de- 
manded from the German people. Germany is a 
poor country; its population is growing very 
rapidly, and the burdens imposed upon it are already 
exceedingly heavy. Since the war of 1870 she has 
expended upon her army about 600 millions sterling, 
of which the war indemnity obtained from France only 
covered one-third. It is estimated by the Cologne 
Gazette that the new measure, if carried out, will in- 
volve an immediate capital expenditure of nearly 
three and a half millions sterling, and that ultimately 
the annual charge for the army will be increased 
by about three and a quarter millions sterling. 
The final result of the measure, then—assuming 
it to be carried—will be to take every able-bodied 
man in the Empire for two years from civil pursuits 
and to train himas asoldier. So far as men are con- 
cerned, nothing farther can be done; but it is reason- 
ably certain that the cost will go on increasing. Two 
years is a very short time in which tomakeathoroughly 
efficient soldier, and therefore the expense of train- 
ing will in all likelihood prove greater than is now 
estimated, while it can hardly be doubted that the 
barrack and other accommodation will have to be con- 
tinually increased and improved. Every new inven- 
tion, too, will lead to changes in the armament and to 
reconstruction of fortresses, and so it may safely be 
concluded that the present estimated cost will be 
far exceeded. The sacrifices which France has made, 
and is making, to recover her old position in Europe 
are even greater than those which Germany is now 
called upon to submit to. According to a report 
by M. Cochery, published the other day, without 
reckoning the indemnity to Germany or the outlay 
upon the navy and strategic railways, France has spent 
upon her army alone 600 millions sterling since the 
war and upon her fortifications 120 millions sterling 
further, or in all 720 millions. So far as men are 
concerned, she is still spending money as if it were 
of no account. Although next year there is a pro- 
spect of a deficit of about three millions sterling or 
perhaps more, she is voting largely increased sums 
for the navy and she is abating nothing in her ex- 
penditure upon the army. 

This competition in armaments is naturally 
affecting very adversely the finances of both States. 
In 1890 the public debt of the German Empire 
exceeded 62 millions sterling; it has grown since, 
and more loans are now about to be issued. The 
several States of the Empire have had to contribute 
very largely to the expenditure, thereby also swelling 
their debts. Taxation has been heavily increased 
both for Imperial and State account, and it will have 
to be raised further in the early future. The finances 
of the Empire and of the States, particularly of 
Prussia, have suffered in consequence. Hence Pro- 
tection was adopted. It has resulted in injury to 
German trade in every direction. It has led other 
countries to adopt retaliatory measures, and the 
Germans are now crying out that they will be 
unable to go on spending as at present if they 
cannot come to some tariff arrangement with Russia. 
France is a richer country than Germany and her 
people are exceedingly ‘thrifty, but even French 
finance is suffering seriously. To cover the antici- 
pated deficit next year M. Rouvier proposed to 
raise considerably the tax upon spirits and to make 
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other changes; but the Budget Committee is not 
willing to agree, and his proposals have been greatly 
modified. The result is that the extraordinary ex- 
penditure which M. Rouvier wished to pay for out of 
the current revenue of the year will have to be covered 
by borrowing, and that the floating debt which falls 
due next year will have to be renewed. There is a 
nominal balance, but it is arrived at only by leaving 
out of the Budget a large amount of extraordinary 
outlay and not providing for debts that ought to be 
paid off. It will be fortunate, therefore, if the deficit 
next year does not exceed three millions sterling. 
But although the cost to both countries is enormously 
heavy, and must have very grave consequences if 
continued, it is childish to say that war would be 
better than the present state of things. War upon 
the scale on which it will be undertaken in the 
future would probably ruin both countries. If the 
whole able-bodied male population of both States is 
to be gradually called up and hurled one against the 
other, the future of Europe will be terribly imperilled. 
Bad, then, as the present state of things is, it is 
better than war. It is useless, of course, to hope for 
wiser counsels, for all the Governments are intent 
only upon military preparation. We can only trust 
that for the present rivalry will be confined to the 
waste of money and of the time and prospects of 
both populations, and that in the long run the people 
on both sides of the Vosges will tire of squandering, 
and will insist upon their Governments coming to 
some tolerable understanding. 








CHRONICLE OF FOREIGN AFFAIRS. 


TFNHE armed peace which is the permanent condition 

of Europe bas received effective illustration this 
week from the figures published in the preamble of 
the German military Bill. But with the exception of 
this significant document, there is little to notice 
bearing immediately on the general state of Europe. 
Germany and Belgium areawaiting with some anxiety 
the fate of the commercial convention between France 
and Switzerland—which the Ministers chiefly con- 
cerned are to explain and defend to-day before the 
Tariff Committee of the Chamber—because, should 
it be adopted, the “ most-favoured-nation clause ” in 
their treaties with France will secure to them 
the benefits of its concessions. But it is hardly 
likely that the fanatical Protectionism now 
dominant in France will permit the conven- 
tion to be ratified entire. Greece has laid her 
grievance against Roumania before the Powers; but 
the question whether the wealth the benevolent 
brothers Zappas acquired in Roumania can be applied 
to charitable purposes in Greece, in defiance of Rou- 
maniano law and to the interruption of the lawsuits 
instituted by their heirs, hardly seems worthy of 
international arbitration. The cholera has not yet 
disappeared. It continues at Buda-Pesth to the 
extent of fifteen or twenty cases a day; a case has 
occurred from drinking Danube water at Florisdorf, 
a particularly filthy suburb of Vienna; and a few 
are announced at Calais. All this is of very bad 
omen for next year. 

In view of this danger, the French Chamber on 
Monday and Tuesday discussed the disposal of the 
sewage of Paris. Should it be purified by irrigation 
and allowed to flow into the Seine, or should a 
colossal sewer be constructed to take it all to the 
sea? The former system was strongly defended by 
M. Loubet, the latter by most of the deputies for 
the neighbourhood of Paris. However, the partisans 
of irrigation were victorious by a large majority. 

The Chamber has also passed a Bill facilitating 
arbitration in Labour disputes. It is probable that 
in the Senate a proposal may be made that the 
managers of mining companies should be appointed 





by the Government, as with the Bank of France and 
the Crédit Foncier. 

The Carmaux strike may prove to have seriously 
jeopardised the position of the French Ministry. M. 
Loubet’s award, published on Wednesday, aimed at 
restoring the status quo before the strike as far as 
possible. M. Calvignac, the dispossessed mayor, was 
to be taken back by the company, with permanent 
leave of absence during his mayoralty ; M. Humblot, 
the unpopular manager, was to be reinstated; as 
were all the strikers, save those convicted of riot. 
MM. Clemenceau, Millerand, and Pelletan at once 
telegraphed toCarmaux sharply criticising the award, 
which the Strike Committee thereupon refused to 
accept, because the unsolicited leave granted to M. 
Calvignac nullifies his reinstatement and the con- 
victed miners had done no more than their fellows. 
A meeting of Radical deputies on Thursday resulted 
in a motion for an amnesty to the convicted strikers, 
which the Chamber rejected by 324 to 128. A motion 
for the withdrawal of the troops was rejected by 
399 to 90, and the strike is to continue till the com- 
pany will reinstate the strikers convicted of riot. 

A Bill is pending for the transference to the 
Panthéon of the bones of Renan, Quinet, and Miche- 
let. Madame Michelet, however, requests that her 
husband's remains may be left in peace till the 
centenary of his birth in 1898. M. Thiers has only 
not been included in consequence of an appeal from 
his sister-in-law that he may be left at rest among 
his own people. It will be proposed to confer a like 
honouronthe remainsof Arago, Lamartine, Meissonier, 
and other famous men. 

On Tuesday alarming rumours were circulated in 
the lobbies of the Chamber as to the situation in 
Dahomey ; but it seems that Colonel Dodds is only 
awaiting supplies. Startling accounts are published 
as to the effectiveness of the Lebel rifles—against 
which tree-trunks are no protection—and as to the 
German arms and traces of German drill found 
among the Dahomeyan troops. That a German 
adventurer with some military knowledge should 
have been available in Dahomey is, however, not 
really surprising. 

The projected twin exhibition at Brussels and 
Antwerp has received the approval of the Belgian 
Government. The proposed new railway connecting 
thé two ports is to be officially considered. 

On Monday the Cologne Gazette published an im- 
perfect copy of the new German Army Bill. There 
is no question of its substantial accuracy. The chief 
details will be found in another column, together 
with a discussion of the economic aspects of the 
scheme. The term of service will be reduced in 
general to two years—the third year being inflicted 
only as a punishment. An official inquiry has been 
opened into the method by which the copy was 
obtained. The Cologne Gazette declares that it was 
communicated spontaneously; and there is a startling 
report that the communication came from the repre- 
sentative on the Federal Council of one of the central 
States (Bavaria?) whose Government took this means 
of securing the defeat of the scheme. 

The Bill is universally condemned, except by the 
official press and theConservative Kreuz Zeitung. The 
Conservatives and Poles will support it; so also will 
the National Liberals, probably ; but these parties 
only make up 149 of the 397 members of the Reichs- 
tag. The decision, therefore, rests with the Catholic 
Centre, and, of course, it will expect a reward— 
probably the recall of the expelled religious orders, 
or control of the elementary schools. 

However, a bye-election just decided at Kelheim, 
in Bavaria, indicates that the Catholic electorate 
may not uphold their members. The seat has always 
been considered a safe one for the Catholic Centre ; 
but their candidate was returned only by a majority 
of 124 over an independent, anti-Prussian, anti- 
Semitic competitor, probably because he was a 
military man and would make no decided declara- 
tion on the military Bill. 

The celebration of the siege of Buda-Pesth is 
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postponed until May, and the Hungarian Ministerial 
crisis is also postponed, chiefly because the Emperor- 
King has refused to accept the Premier's resignation. 
That it will break out again no one doubts, and Herr 
Kallay, the administrator of Bosnia and Herzegovina, 
is spoken of as a possible Premier. It has even been 
suggested that Hungary may be governed by a 
Coalition Cabinet of non-Magyar elements—which 
would be an extraordinary reversal of the fortunes 
of the despised Roumanians, for instance. 

We hear so little about German nationalism 
amongst the many nationalist manifestations of 
Austria that it is curious to read that the Municipal 
Council of Reichenberg, a manufacturing town in 
Bohemia close to the frontier of Saxony, has been 
dissolved because (1) its police are dressed exactly 
like Prussian police, and remain so in spite of the 
remonstrances of the Emperor on his visit a year 
ago; (2) the Burgomaster did not wear his Imperial 
decoration on the recent celebration by the town of 
the anniversary of Sedan; (3) he had a notice put 
up in certain baths, not under his jurisdiction, 
forbidding the use of any language but German! 
New elections take place in six weeks’ time; mean- 
while, certain Czech schools in the town are guarded 
by troops. Evidently there are militant Germans 
in Bohemia as well as militant Czechs. 

The electoral campaign in Italy proceeds, without 
much interest, and it is rumoured that the Vatican 
has issued secret instructions to the episcopate. 
Signor Zanardelli—the leader of the Left, vice Crispi 
—speaking at Iseo, above Brescia, on Sunday, urged 
the reconstitution of party government, commended 
the military policy of the Government, urged the 
need of social and agrarian reforms, and of in- 
creasing the stipends of parish priests; and 
spoke enthusiastically both of England and of 
France. His references to the latter Power have 
not been well received in official circles. Signor di 
Rudini, in a letter to his constituents, holds that 
there is no basis in Italy for a division of parties, and 
strongly attacks the present system of expenditure 
on railways. Most of the document is a defence 
of his own policy, chiefly in renewing the Triple 
Alliance and conciliating Russia. The Italian comic 
papers represent him as Diogenes searching with a 
lantern—for his own followers. 

Terrible floods, involving thelossof atleast 100lives, 
occurred near Cagliari (Sardinia) on Thursday week. 

The Portuguese General Election seems to have 
resulted in a very large majority for the Government 
(now supported by both the great political parties), 
Two Miguelists (Legitimists) and three Republicans 
have been returned. 

The trial of the officials concerned in the steam- 
boat explosion at Ouchy last August ended at 
Lausanne on Sunday with the acquittal of all the 
prisoners. M. Rochat, the manager of the company, 
was indeed found guilty, but not by the two-thirds 
majority the law requires. Much indignation is ex- 
pressed at the result. 

The Bulgarian Chamber was opened on Thursday. 

A report of a revolution in Corrientes (Argentina) 
turns out to be unfounded. There is, however, still 
disturbance in Santiago del Estero. 

Barcelona has fallen, and peace is apparently 
restored in Venezuela. Serious floods are reported 
in that country. 








LE CARON’S (RE-PUBLISHED) STORY. 





VHE re-issue of the evidence given by Le Caron 
for the Times before the Special Commission, 

is, doubtless, a good thing, in a catch-penny sense, 
for the author. Put in the form of a book and 
dressed in a more readable style, with the attraction 
of a sensational title, the work will, probably, 
command a sale which will well reward the labour 
of sub-editing the matter which filled so large a 
space in Judge Hannen’s original edition of the 
same story. It will also carry out another 








very important, and hitherto neglected, purpose, 
which either did not lie within the scope of 
the learned Judge’s publication or was un- 
justly omitted therefrom by that eminent but 
unappreciative authority. Le Caron speaks of 
himself and his work. It is a duty which he owes 
to neglected merit of the highest order, and to vir- 
tues which have won, at least, his own, if nobody 
else’s, warmest admiration. Therefore, are we told, 
from the unbiassed source of his own testimony, that 
he is telling “ the truth, the whole truth, and nothing 
but the truth;” that he is animated with “ pureness 
of motive and absence of selfish instinct,” and that 
“by my action lives have been saved, communities 
have been benefited, and right and justice allowed 
to triumph.” All these great qualities are claimed 
and awarded to himself, within the narrow space 
of three pages of an “ introduction ” to the reprinted 
evidence. But more remains to be told before a 
truly virtuous and heroic character is fully presented 
to his readers. We learn that he ran to earth and 
despatched a “notorious marauder”; that, like the 
knights-errant of old, he was rewarded for prowess 
and chivalrous deeds with the hand of admiring 
beauty; that he had been rescued from danger by 
his heroine, and, to fitly crown with the praise of an 
universal reputation the achievements of his career, 
he says (p. 24) :—‘‘ Looking back, as I do now, upon 
all that has happened, I am filled with astonishment 
as great and sincere as that which affected the world 
. when I first told my story before the Special 
Commission.” 
This story was not original, even when so told. 
It has not gained in freshness nor increased in 
interest by being put in book form. There is not, 
from the beginning to the end of the “ Startling 
Revelations’—from the inception of the Fenian 
movement to the brutal and cowardly murder of 
Dr. Cronin in Chicago—a fact connected with the 
secret (?) Irish-American revolutionary bodies which 
had not been published in one form or another in 
the Irish-American and American press, before being 
related by Le Caron in his testimony for the Times. 
“ With a little practice and scarce any labour,” says 
he at p. 57, “save that necessitated by the use of a 
pair of scissors and some paste, I succeeded in 
hoodwinking ”’ Who? Le Caron says, “ deluded 
Irish patriots.” I think he might also have added, 





-with more truth, “the Secret Service Department 


of the Home Office and the London Times.” The 
origin and early history of the Fenian Brotherhood 
have been related and published by Colonel John 
O'Mahony, its founder, so far back as 1867. The 
attempted “ raids” into Canada have been described 
in every detail, time and time again, in the Irish- 
American press since 1870. In 1877 there appeared, 
in two volumes, published by Kegan Paul & Co., 
London, “The Secret History of the Fenian Con- 
spiracy : its Origin, Objects, and Ramifications.” 
The objects and origin of the “Skirmishing Fund” 
were detailed in the pages of the Jrish World in 
1880-81. The grant of some money therefrom to me 
and its repayment, with the fullest particulars about 
the whole transaction, was published by me in the 
form of an interview with a reporter of the New 
York World in July, 1882. Full accounts of the 
dynamite schemes hatched in the United States Were 
given to the British public by the informers who 
gave evidence in the trials of alleged dynamitards in 
England from 1882.down to 1885. There appeared 
in the New York Times, in April, 1886, a long 
account of the reputed association of the Clan- 
na-Gael with these dynamite schemes, together 
with an allegation against Alexander Sullivan 
and Patrick Egan that they had encouraged these 
desperate enterprises. While, finally, the whole 
story related by Le Caron of the contention between 
Alexander Sullivan and Dr. Cronin inside the Clan- 
na-Gael, together with the report of the secret trial 
of the charges and counter-charges arising therefrom, 
appeared in the fullest possible detail in the press of 
Chicago during the proceedings of the Cronin murder 
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ease. Thus, all along the line of his whole “ revela- 
tions” he has been forestalled by a contemporary 
publicity, which robs his book of as much interest to 
those who know anything at all of Irish-American 
movements, as the same well-known facts deprived 
his evidence of all real value when given before the 
Special Commission. 

Having laid claim to all the prominent virtues, 
the modest “‘ Major” takes to himself all the credit 
for all the information received by the Canadian 
and Home Governments of contemplated raids and 
plots. The warning of Canada that General O'Neill 
was contemplating an “invasion” was about as 
brilliant and as necessary a performance as the 
sending of a secret communication from Paris to 
Berlin would be to acquaint the Emperor William 
of French feeling about their sentiment of La 
Revanche over Alsace and Lorraine. But there 
is another Richmond in the field who claims to 
have been the “ Saviour of Canada” on this terrible 
occasion ; one Kirby, of Montreal, who, being in 
receipt of a pension from the Secret Service, or 
from a grateful Canadian Government, for having 
given the very information credited to Le Caron 
by himself, has, manifestly, the best right to the 
honour of the achievement. 

I will not attempt to estimate how much 
“scissors and paste’ there is included in the 1,200 
reports sent by Le Caron to Mr. Anderson. But as 
the author boasts of what he has done in saving 
England and the Empire from destruction, it may 
be permissible to make one or two comments upon 
this alleged great service. At p. 139 he says: “ The 
ordinary work of shipping arms to Ireland, etc., 
was conducted with regularity and precision.” 
Were these arms allowed to be landed in Ireland 
from America for declared revolutionary purposes ? 
If not, where is the record of their seizure? Either 
Le Caron invents this statement, or it is true. 
If true, he either gave information of the ship- 
ping of these weapons, or he did not. If he 
did, they were either seized or allowed to go to their 
destination. But there is no record of any capture 
of arms from America that would at all correspond 
with the statement, “the ordinary work of shipping 
arms to Ireland was conducted with regularity and 
precision.” Which inference are we, therefore, to 
draw : that Le Caron gave information to the Home 
Office and the arms were not intercepted; or, he 
gave such imperfect information as did not enable 
the Government to secure their capture ? 

Le Caron’s method, both in his evidence and in 
his book, has been the common one resorted to in 
the support of weak or bad cases of erecting a fabric 
of invention upon a slight foundation of fact. A 
few instances of this system of building up a story 
will expose the hollowness of the whole thing. Both 
in his evidence before the Commission and in the 
recent reprint of it he declares he brought “ sealed 
packets " from John Devoy to Mr. Patrick Egan and 
John O'Leary in Paris. His suggestion is that these 
“ dispatches” contained important revolutionary 
communications, and he succeeds in connecting with 
the delivery of these packets his subsequent inter- 
view with Mr. Parnell in the House of Commons. I 
have succeeded in obtaining from Mr. Egan the 
identical “ sealed packet” which Le Caron brought 
from Mr. Devoy. It only reached my hands after 
Mr. Parnell had retired his case from the Special 
Commission, and I could not, therefore, produce it 
before that tribunal. A _ (/fac-simile of this 
terrible document is given on the following page. 
It will be seen at once that it was nothing but 
an ordinary letter of introduction, and yet upon this 
slender ground of fact Le Caron (at p. 159) builds the 
following imposing superstructure :—“ My private 
affairs permitted of my taking a holiday in the early 
part of the year 1881, and so I determined to make 
a trip to Europe. Happening to communicate my in- 
tention to my old friend Colonel Clingen, now the com- 
mander of the Clan-na-Gael guards at Chicago, and a 
very prominent member of the organisation, he gave 





me to understand that the Executive would avail 
themselves of my journey to send by me documents 
which could not be trusted to the mails. Devoy, it 
subsequently transpired, was the correspondent 
whose communications I was to convey, and by an 
arrangement of Clingen’s a meeting took place at the 
Palmer House, Chicago, in the month of March, 1881, 
when Devoy handed me sealed packets addressed to 
John O'Leary and Patrick Egan in Paris.” 

From this palpable invention of “sealed packets,” 
containing imaginary revolutionary secrets, Le Caron 
takes us to the famous interview with Mr. Parnell in 
the corridors of the House of Commons. Here is 
where the soi-disant saviour of the British Empire 
evidently thinks he has achieved his greatest 
triumph. It was the account which he gave to the 
Commission of his talk with the Irish leader which 
doubtless leads him to believe and say that the 
“whole world was affected with great and sin- 
cere astonishment” at his performance. In a 
sense, no wonder. This is what he represents 
one of the most cautious and reticent of poli- 
ticians as having confided to him (Le Caron) 

whom he had never seen or heard of before :— 
“He (Mr. Parnell) did not see any reason why a 
successful insurrectionary movement could not be 
inaugurated in Ireland, as we will soon have 100,000 
dols. in the Land League funds!” This was how 
the historic interview was condensed in the original 
account given to Judge Hannen. With a war ex- 
chequer of £20,000, Mr. Parnell was to have shaken 
the dust of Westminster from his feet, and, when the 
right opportunity arrived, to take the field against 
the might of the British Empire to establish by force 
of arms the government of an Irish Republic! This 
was the statement of the Ties witness of what Mr. 
Parnell had said and implied; but “Major” Le Caron, 
as an authority on military matters, admitted, on 
cross-examination by Sir Charles Russell, that the 
notion of a conflict against Great Britain with a war 
chest of 100,000 dols. “ was an insane idea.” This 
testimony to the inherent “yarn” character of his own 
story is dropped in the new edition of the evidence, 
and we find the distinguished Unionist Le Caron 
saying about this same interview (pp. 175, 176):— 
“ His (Mr. Parnell’s) remarks on this point were a 
veritable bombshell to me. He said he had long 
since ceased to believe that anything but the force 
of arms would accomplish the final redemption 
of Ireland. He saw no reason why an open 
insurrectionary movement could not be brought 
about. He spoke of having in the League 
Treasury at the end of that year an available 
sum of 100,000 dols. . . . The interview had certainly 
proved a startling one to me. I pondered over 
the manner and method of my late companion to dis- 
cover, if I could, any incident in the course of an hour’s 
talk which would materially affect all that he had 
said. But there was none. The manner of the 
League Chief had been grave and impressive, as was 
his wont; he had been business-like all through; 
there was no uncertainty, no indistinctness in his 
utterance. He had certainly taken a plunge, but it 
was a plunge taken with all deliberation and pre- 
meditation.” There is a veritable “Parnellism and 
Crime” touch about this elaborate rendering of “an 
insane idea,” which tempts one to the uncharitable 
suggestion that Messrs. Woulfe Flanagan and 
Houston's fine Roman hands are seen in the suppres- 
sion of the “ Major” in this part of Le Caron’s story. 

The relation of fact to fiction in everything told 
by Pigott’s confrére in the Times case against the 
Irish leaders is only paralleled by the comparison of 
the ha’porth of bread to the intolerable quantity of 
sack in Falstaff's diet. That Le Caron saw Mr. 
Parnell in the House of Commons on the occasion 
referred to is highly probable. Mr. Parnell said on 
oath before the Commission he could not recollect 
the person or the name of the spy, but he would not 
swear the interview in question did not occur. He 


however declared emphatically that no such conver- 
sation as that sworn to by Le Caron had ever taken 
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place, and Mr. James O'Kelly fully corroborated this 
testimony in his sworn evidence on the point. The 
wild absurdity of the whole thing is too obvious 
to need the exposure of detailed proof, but Le 
Caron himself, in this very book, in proving the 
truth of the saying that fabricators of falsehoods 
have bad memories, completely exposes the fictitious 
nature of “the £20,000 insurrectionary war” which 
he accused Mr. Parnell of contemplating. Speaking, 


the Special Commission, Le Caron swore as follows: 
—* Senator Jones (of Florida) was always in active 
work in connection with the U. B. men or V. C., and 
the actual introducer between the Russian Minister 
at Washington and the revolutionary organisation 
that formed an alliance between that organisation 
to make war on a Power (England) at peace at that 
time with Russia.” (Minutes of Evidence, p. 99, vol. 
v., question 45,794.) 


BE PARTICULAR ¥6 ASK ROR TELEGRAMS AND LEEFERS. 








CONDUCTED ON THE AMERICAN AND EUROPEAN PLANS. 


The Finest Restaurant in the City connected 
with the House; also a Business Men’s 
Lunch Room and Cafe. 
F ROOMS WITH BOARD, - $3.00 to $3.50 per day. 
= ** "WITHOUT BOARD, $1.00 to $2.00 “ 
An oztra charge for Parlors aud Booms with Baths. 








SPECIAL NOTICE.—The charges at this Palatial Hotei sre 
no higher than at other houses claiming to be first-class, that 
furnish much inferior accommodations. 


Palmer House, ac salle? 


FACSIMILE OF LE CARON’S “SEALED PACKET,” 


at p. 150, of Mr. Parnell’s speeches during his 
American tour, Le Caron says, “Men listening to 
his accents thought that at last the hour and the 
man had come. Poor fools! They knew not that 
his enthusiasm was the enthusiasm of the dollar, 
or its equivalent in English coin when totted up to 
£40,000, and his only weapon the House of Commons 
lie!” This impertinent and somewhat mixed 
observation of the man whose whole life Sir Charles 
Russell declared had been “a living lie,” shows 
the exact value that is to be attached to his yarn 
about Mr. Parnell as a one-time would-be antagonist 
to Lord Wolseley. 

In his cross-examination by Sir Charles Russell at 


This highly sensational charge against a prominent 
American statesman attracted considerable attention. 
Le Caron repeats the spicy accusation in his book. 
All America laughed at the time at the grotesque 
absurdity of a statement which could only be paral- 
leled in ridiculous improbability by an assertion 


on the part of some French spy that Mr. Goschen 


had intrigued with Germany, at the instance of 
the revolutionary Socialists of France, to bring 
about a declaration of war against the bowrgeoise 
Republic! 

On the day when this palpable yarn of some 
Philadelphia crank was solemnly sworn to as a fact 
for the Times, I despatched the following cable 
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message to the newly-discovered revolutionary am- 
bassador :— 
“ Lonpon, February 8th, 1889. 
“Senator Jones, Detroit,—Le Caron swears you, with Dr. 
Carroll, negotiated Fenian- Russian alliance, --Davitr.” 


To this communication Senator Jones replied imme- 
diately as follows :— 


‘Le Caron’s testimony that I negotiated a Fenian-Russian 
alliance is absolutely false. I was never a member of the Fenian 
Brotherhood, or of any other Irish organisation —Cuas. W. Jones.” 


Shortly afterwards I received the following 

letter :— 
“ No ‘ ret. 
“811, Ellsworth Street, Philadelphia, Pa., U. S. A. 

“ Micnart Davitt, Ese., London. 

_ “Sir,—Permit me to introduce myself. Justice needs no formali- 
ties. I have read your _te legram to Senator Jones, also his answer 
regarding th: — testimony of th Le Cuaron. It just so 
happens that I am the man who done the whole Russian alliance, and 
not Dr. Carroll or Senator Jones. In verification of the facts, I have 
sent to Sir C. Russell letters, &c., to prove this. I am only too glad 
that I have preserved the papers for the use of Mr. Parnell’s counsel, 
for it seems to me as the interposition of God Almighty that He 
prevented me from destroying them long ago. Permit me to remain 
your countryman, Narnaniret Harris.” 

It is out of material of this and kindred stuff 
that Secret Service romance is first sworn and then 
printed as “great revelations” by the world-renowned 
Beach. 

Though by no means a bad witness when before 
Judge Hannen, Le Caron shows himself a poor artist 
in the work of turning his evidence into a book. 
The trick which made his story when told to the 
Commission a plausible narrative—the piling up of 
invented matter upon a substratum of truth, with 
the necessary colouring and accessories needed to 
produce a vraisemblance—is stamped upon every 
page of the volume upon which the Times lavishes 
all its superlative adjectives of praise. Take, for 
instance, where Le Caron honours me with his notice. 
First, however, let me quote all which he swore 
about me at the Commission, which was comprised 
in a few sentences. At page 504, Vol. IV., of the 
Report of the Commission, he says, “ Mr. Davitt did 
not attend any meetings to my knowledge when in 
America in 1878. There are no reports of meetings 
of Mr. Davitt’s in 1878. I saw him in Chicago, 
Illinois.” And, again, at page 514 of the same vol. 
he further states, “ Before 1880 I saw Davitt once in 
America. I had no conversation with him. I saw 
him at the Alton Railway depdét, Chicago. I believe 
I was introduced to him. I cannot recollect any 
conversation. I was introduced by Colonel William 
Clingen.” 

This was all the “criminality ” Le Caron had to 
tell against me in support »%f the allegation of the 
Times that I had gone to America to bring about an 
alliance between the Clan-na-Gael and the Land 
League. My own evidence went much further than 
Le Caron’s, though not in proof of the charge levelled 
against me by the Times. I told the court—what 
Le Caron evidently did not know—that I had visited 
several Clan-na-Gael camps with the object of ex- 
plaining the movement of the League and of averting 
extremist hostility. I likewise related that I had 
met Le Caron in his own house at Braidwood, that 
he had prescribed for a temporary illness of mine, 
and, in fact, that I had been his guest. All this 
and a little more he carefully reprints, from my 
evidence, in his book, though there was not a syllable 
of what I did in 1878 or 1880 while in America given 
in his evidence when before the Commission. Here 
is the way in which he builds upon my statements 
about our intercourse at Braidwood, the usual Le 
Caron invention :—“ Travelling Braidwood way in 
order to lecture in my district, he spent three days 
m my company, part of which time he was my guest. 
. . » The opportunity was too good to be neglected, 
and I improved it by getting some very useful in- 
formation unawares from my patient and guest.” I 
have quoted from the official record of his sworn 
evidence all the “ information ” which he had to give 
the Special Commission about my visits to America 
in 1878 and 1880.” Whether “valuable” or not the 





reader can judge. I believed when before the Com- 
mission that I had actually been Le Caron’s guest 
during the one night I remained in Braidwood in 
1880. I have since made inquiries and I find I was 
not. I enjoyed the hospitality of a school teacher 
in the town, and it was in this friend’s house 
Le Caron gave me the medicine to which I 
referred in my evidence before Judge Hannen. 
I give this detailed account of an otherwise 
trivial matter as an illustration of this man’s 
methods of manufacturing sensational “ evidence.” 
An ordinary letter of introduction to Mr. Egan 
was an “important sealed packet.” An incident in 
my visit to where he lived in 1880, which had 
escaped his memory when in the witness-box, is bor- 
rowed from my own statement, and upon it is con- 
creted the story of “a three days’ intercourse,” as 
“his guest,” during which time he obtained “ useful 
information ” for the Government—so “ useful” that 
he forgot to tell its worth to the Commission, and 
omits to give its nature in his book. In this part 
of his book he completely corroborates my testi- 
mony before the Commission against the main 
charges contained in “ Parnellism and Crime.” He 
says (p. 151), “Mr. Davitt now came out as a 
Constitutionalist pure and simple. There were no 
more visits to Clan-na-Gael camps, for the 
time being at least. All was open and above 
board. He had his fad: that fad was the Land 
League. No matter where he went it was the same 
story.” Thesentence which I have underlined shows 
how little Le Caron really knew about the Clan-na- 
Gael at this period. I visited several of the camps of 
the organisation during my 1880 tour in America for 
the purpose mentioned by me before the Commission, 
some of these camps being in the city of Chicago, 
where Le Caron resided at the time. I was also 
elected a member of the “ R.D.,” or Revolutionary 
Directory, without my consent, a position which I 
at once resigned. And yet not a single word of this 
was in the knowledge of the man who pretends in 
his book to have known everything about every- 
thing and everybody coming within the purview of 
his professional avocations as a spy. Next week I 
shall give some further details of Le Caron’s methods 
and the value of his “ revelations.” 
MICHAEL DAVITT. 








LUTHER AND GERMANY. 





NE of the quaintest and cleanest of German 

cities is the little town of Wittemberg, in which 
are gathering, as I write, representatives of most of 
the Protestant countries of the world, united to do 
honour to the memory of Luther. Even amongst 
Roman Catholics, however, the town has a good 
odour, on account of the apple-tarts which every 
traveller solicits in passing that historic place; but 
to the Protestant the gastronomic merit of the 
pastry-cooks is almost forgotten in the spirit of 
gratitude that pervades him as he thinks of the 
services which the great reformer rendered his 
country and the world. Luther is the first German 
that preached liberty without suffering very much 
in consequence. He preached liberty of thought, 
and has been preaching it ever since, with fruits 
that have been reaped by Jew as well as Gentile, 
and by Protestant as well as Papist. The enormous 
popularity of Luther amongst all classes of Germans, 
even those who scoff at religion and never darken a 
church door, is inexplicable without understanding 
the enormous value which the German throughout 
all political vicissitudes has attached to intelleetual 
liberty. The Romish priest is bound to regard the 
great reformer as a turbulent monk; and the Con- 
servative party in every German State would wish 
that Luther had been less of a republican and more 
of a courtier. Even the rulers of Prussia have shown 
little interest heretofore in cultivating the memory 
of this man, and to her shame, be it said, Berlin yet 
lacks a monument to him, although she has spent 
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much money in perpetuating the features of soldiers 
and princes. 

A few years ago, on a great anniversary of 
Luther, the students of the Berlin University at- 
tempted to produce a play in which the life of this 
man was to be represented. No place could seem 
more suitable than the capital of Prussia and the 
residence of a Lutheran sovereign; yet, strange to 
say, the play was forbidden by the then Chancellor, 
Bismarck. He feared that it might displease the head 
of the Roman Church if Protestant students in 
Germany paid a tribute to their Pope instead of to 
that of Rome. It seemed amazing, even in that time 
of Bismarckianism, that a Protestant Prime Minister 
should slight the founder of his religion in order to 
find favour with the Vatican. Bismarck’s decision 
was accepted without any particular excitement, 
owing largely to the fact that the press of Germany 
was almost entirely dependent upon the favour of 
the almighty minister. In these latter days we have 
seen the same disposition to conciliate Papacy in New 
York and Chicago on the occasion of celebrating the 
landing of Columbus, an event which happened not 
many years after the birth of Luther. In both of 
these cities the ceremonies were blessed by the 
presence of a Romish priest, ignoring the fact that 
the country was founded by men who were perse- 
cuted from their homes in the old world and sought 
the new for the sake of being free from clerical im- 
position. If there is anything in American institu- 
tions that deserves to live and that has caused the con- 
stitution of that country to survive a hundred years, 
it is the spirit of liberty in religious affairs and the 
sturdy virtues practised by the Puritan fathers who 
came from England in 1620. That the descendants 
of these men should call in a bishop of Rome to 
sanctify any national celebration on the soil of the 
United States is as remarkable, but not more so, than 
the suppression of a Protestant play in Berlin by 
order of Prince Bismarck. 

The present Emperor is at least not ashamed of 
Luther, and whatever his motive is in the inaugura- 
tion of the Wittemberg festivities the result will be 
an enormous impetus to his own subjects of Protes- 
tant belief which will be felt in every hamlet where 
there is a chapel devoted to the free worship of God. 
His action in this matter may not be diplomatic, it 
is, however, courageous and might be followed to 
advantage by many Protestant statesmen who are 
very ready to yield when Rome makes a demand, 
but very difficult to move when their Protestant co- 
religionists ask for assistance. There is in the 
Emperor's behaviour nothing that need be inter- 
preted as a challenge to the Papacy unless it be a 
challenge to treat the memory of Luther as does a 
Roman Catholic the memory of such saints as he 
thinks have been canonised. 

While in Russia a few weeks ago I had the 
pleasure of meeting a gentleman who spoke with 
singular frankness to me about the relation of the 
Protestants in the Baltic Provinces to the German 
Emperor and the Russian Czar. As is well known, 
the late Emperor William was a man of deep 
piety and personally disinclined to have his fellow 
Lutherans in Russia the subject of persecution. He 
was, however, at the same time disposed to be 
guided by Bismarck in nearly everything of political 
importance. In 1874 Bismarck accompanied his 
Emperor to Russia, and there met Gortchakoff, who 
was very anxious to know how far Russia might 
safely go in rooting out the German language and 
the Lutheran religion in the Baltic Provinces without 
openly breaking with the German Empire. My 
friend was in the room when this conversation took 
place. 

Gortchakoff (to Bismarck): “ But what would you 
do if Russia suppressed the German language in the 
Baltic schools and forced the Russian in its place?” 

Bismarck (shrugging his shoulders): “They are 
Russian subjects, and that is your business.” 

Gortchakoff: “But what would your Emperor 
say if we moved against the Protestant Church?” 





Bismarck (slowly and emphatically): “ And when 
the German language shall have been driven from 
the last school in Russia, and when the last Lutheran 
church shall have been converted into an Orthodox 
one, it would never be in our power to make the 
faintest protest. Our mouth is absolutely closed in 
this matter so long as we hold Prussian Poland and 
the French provinces as we do now.” 

My authority for this dialogue is a high dignitary 
of justice in the employ of the Russian Emperor, 
a man, moreover, regarded as singularly frank 
and honest. I give it for what it is worth, although 
of course it is not in my power to mention names at 
present. It illustrates, however, Bismarck’s own 
belief that his treatment of Poles in Prussia and 
Alsatians on his Western borders was to be com- 
pared to the persecution of the Lutheran Church in 
the Baltic provinces. It explains also how easy it 
was for him to treat the religion of his own country- 
people as a bauble to be traded away for political 
advantage. 

My Russian friend explained to me the status of 
Protestants under the Russian administration of the 
Baltic provinces. A community of Lutherans had, 
at great expense, nearly completed a church, having 
first, of course, obtained the requisite permission 
from the State authorities. The Greek Bishop, how- 
ever, one day happening to make a tour of inspection, 
saw this edifice, and concluded that it was too 
good a position for heretics to occupy. He imme- 
diately ordered the work to stop, and in a very short 
time thereafter came the order from St. Petersburg 
that the building should be confiscated and torn 
down and the land belong to the Orthodox Church. 
It was confiscated and it was torn down, and on its 
site was erected a Greek church, and in place of the 
Lutheran Minister was installed a Russian “ Pope.” 
If the Czar of Russia reads THE SPEAKER he will 
probably hear of this for the first time. If he has 
heard of it already his conscience has been soothed 


_by the excuse given at the time on behalf of those 


who perpetrated this outrage. It was alleged by the 
Bishop that the hill on which the Protestants were 
building their church had at some time and in some 
very mysterious way been a sacred spot in Orthodox 
minds. At any rate, no compensation has been yet 


| offered to the Protestant community despoiled in 


this manner. This is one of the many acts which is 
making life intolerable to the “ Nonconformists” of 
Russia. Clergymen are dismissed from their pulpits 
without any means of gaining employment in their 
own country, and are forced to emigrate to others 
where the chances of earning a living are almost as 
bad. In Berlin are a number of highly-educated 
men who have been expelled from Russia and the 
office they held there, for no other reason than that 
they were ministers in a Protestant church and had 
been ordered to cease preaching by order of a Greek 
priest. I could multiply cases such as I have men- 
tioned above to show the spirit in which Dissenters 
are being Russified since Bismarck uttered his dictum 
that Protestantism in Russia was no concern of the 
Prussian monarch, 

The fact that this reunion of Protestant rulers at 
Wittemberg is the first sign of life amongst German 
Protestants since the establishment of the German 
Empire gives it a political significance that may not 
have been intended by its promoters, but which 
cannot fail to have a recognition where it was 
perhaps least expected. Bismarck’s indifference to 
the Protestants in Russia reminds one of his famous 
saying that the interests of the Lower Danube 
were not worth the bones of a single Pomeranian 
soldier. Events in Bulgaria and Roumania have 
demonstrated that the great Chancellor was wrong 
in this as in many other of his political forecasts. 
Germany has a direct interest in the Danube, the 
control of which Russia is contesting persistently 
but hopelessly. The interest of the German Empire 
in the religion of Luther may not be as undivided or 
as material as that which compels her to claim a 
right upon the Mississippi of Europe, but I venture 
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to think that the time has gone by when a Minister 
of the Prussian Crown can be permitted to say that 
he regards with indifference the persecution of his 
fellow Protestants in a neighbouring country. The 
arm of Oliver Cromwell was long enough and strong 
enough to make his Protestant sympathies felt far 
across the Channel amongst Protestants who were 
suffering in the cause of their religion, and although 
it would be comical to compare William II. to the 
one who cut off the head of the Lord’s Anointed, 
there is reason to think that there are hundreds and 
thousands of persecuted Protestants in countries 
bordering upon Germany who are inclined at this 
time to make favourable comparisons between him 
and England's great Protestant Protector. 


POULTNEY BIGELOW. 








CURIOSITY AS A DISEASE. 


—— *o0e—— 


VHERE is a rumour that a biography of the 
convict Neill is projected, and the name of his 
solicitor is associated, quite unwarrantably we have 
no doubt, with this literary enterprise. It is possible 
that with the aid of the murderer's personal remin- 
iscences, an expert hack might make a very readable 
book. It is certain that such a work would have a 
large sale, especially amongst the class which has an 
insatiable appetite for penny horrors. But as the 
mischief of this sort of publicity is beyond question, 
it would be well for the authorities to consider 
whether they ought not to warn the biographer 
not to waste his time. After the execution of 
Deeming, the administrators of the law at Mel- 
bourne prohibited the publication of his memoirs. 
His solicitor was reported, quite erroneously 
of course, to have undertaken the editorship 
of this contribution to literature, and the interdict 
must have been a serious disappointment to some- 
body. The autobiography of Deeming would have 
eclipsed the popularity of the best authors in both 
hemispheres. The Life of Neill, written by himself, 
would be an Eldorado to the street hawker, and 
any authentic account of his career, supposed to have 
been compiled under his supervision, would supply the 
servants’ hall with exciting topics for many months. 
But the Melbourne authorities strangled the progeny 
of Deeming’s literary genius, and by this act they 
rendered a distinct service to public morals. In 
countries where the censorship of publicity is very 
tolerant a great deal of matter finds its way into 
print that cannot by any stretch of fancy be 
called educational. Freedom of speech and writing 
is so precious that it is better to tolerate abuses 
than to set about devising restrictions which are 
likely to fetter independence. But there is a re- 
servation that public morals must be protected by 
checking downright licence. Matter which is mani- 
festly gross poison is prevented from entering the 
great arteries of the public mind. At Melbourne 
it was considered that the memoirs of a mur- 
derer came within the category of poisons. It is 
a fact, scientifically attested, that the advertisement 
of crime breeds crime, for it is well-known that cases 
of abnormal depravity have begotten foul offspring 
simply by the projection of the virus through the 
ordinary channels of public information. We can- 
not forbid the newspapers to report these cases; 
but when the criminals are convicted, and have 
paid the last penalty, it is, to say the least, ex- 
tremely undesirable that the diseased curiosity 
which they have excited should be gratified by a 
rehash of their miserable lives. 

When public executions were abolished, a strong 
measure was taken for the repression of a 
depraved instinct. Before that time, to see a man 
die in his shoes, as the aristocratic noodle puts it in 
Barham’s verses, was the most appetising relish to a 
palate jaded by sensations. In such a scene death 
was indeed a leveller for men and women: the 
educated and the vulgar were s'mply a mass of 





callous inhumanity. In the public interest it was 
found expedient to put an end to a brutalising 
spectacle; but a trial for murder is scarcely 
inferior in this respect to the actual hanging. The 
curiosity of some women cannot be sated unless 
they listen in court to such loathsome details as 
abounded in the case against Neill. We observe that 
a body which calls itself the “ Woman’s Emancipa- 
tion Union” has decided that women ought in all 
cases to resist a judge's order to remove them from 
the court. The most advanced partisans of “equality” 
of the sexes apparently consider that it is the duty 
of a woman to thrust herself into a court of justice 
where matters have to be discussed which no decent 
person would introduce into general conversation. 
There is a quaint idea that some frightful injury 
will be done to women by the tribunals unless some 
of them sit sternly through the narratives of nauseous 
vice. We entirely disagree with this view; but 
at any rate it could not apply to the trial in ques- 
tion. We should like to see the judges make a 
resolute rule to exclude women from a_ court 
in every case of this kind, Such a step would, 
no doubt, excite the frenzy of the lady who 
proposes to employ dynamite to redress the 
wrongs of womanhood, but it would command the 
approval of most of her sex. It is bad enough that 
certain criminal cases should be tried in public at 
all. If it were feasible, it would be better in the 
public interest to have no open trial, but to limit the 
discharge of a necessary duty to the persons actually 
concerned. What useful purpose would have been 
defeated if Neill had been tried in the presence 
only of the judge, jury, counsel, witnesses, and 
the reporters? Who would have been any the 
worse for losing the opportunity to see an 
assassin hunted day after day through the laby- 
rinth of circumstantial testimony? Englishmen give 
themselves airs of superiority to the Spaniards, 
and deplore the barbarity of a people who take 
delight in a bull-fight. But how is this passion 
morally more degrading than that of a curious 
crowd eager to detect in the criminal who is 
being tried for his life some sign of mental 
torture at a critical moment? To turn a law- 
court into a theatre for the gratification of play- 
goers who find a murder trial more actual than 
a melodrama, is surely inconsistent with public 
policy. The speculation whether the wretch in the 
dock will escape the net that is closing round him is 
not a whit more humane than the inquisitiveness of 
the brutal mob that used to gather under the old 
gallows. It is sufficiently repulsive to find that it 
pays the proprietor of a waxwork exhibition to give 
a large sum for personal effects which have belonged 
to a notorious murderer. A multitude will flock 
to Madame Tussaud’s to see relics of Neill, which 
will be found vastly more interesting than all 
the treasures of South Kensington Museum. But 
it would be well if the process which brings ruffians 
to justice could be relieved of the debasing element 
which belongs to the showman. It adds nothing to 
the dignity of the judge on the Bench to have “ dis- 
tinguished persons” sitting beside him; nor is the 
task of counsel ennobled by the fact that they have 
to address their pleadings not only to the jury, but 
also to a number of idle spectators who regard the 
whole affair as a show for their amusement. The 
report of the case in the newspapers ought to be 
sufficient for every reasonable purpose of publicity, 
and the disappointment of those who were kept out 
of places where they had no business would be, 
perhaps, the only wholesome discipline of their 
lives. 








M. BOURGET’S NEW BOOK. 


N this age of endowed research, it is strange that 
no one has yet offered a prize for the best collec- 
tion of memorable prefaces. It would be a bulky 
pamphlet, and it would be chiefly in the French 
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language. Victor Hugo’s preface to “Cromwell,” 
for instance, was a manifesto, a rallying-cry, a 
literary “ platform.” Théophile Gautier’s preface to 
“ Mademoiselle de Maupin” was a confession of faith, 
the credoof a new-old esthetic religion. The prefaces 
with which the younger Dumas adorns from time to 
time his published plays are veritable “ documents,” 
formidable pieces of ratiocination and polemic. M. 
Paul Bourget’s preface to his new book, “La Terre 
Promise ” (Paris: Alphonse Lemerre), is the latest 
addition to this remarkable series. It is an apology 
pro arte sud, an apology for the novel of analysis. 
An apology, it would seem, an ample apology, is 
urgently demanded. The heathen, especially in 
this country, do furiously rage against the novel 
of analysis; and not merely the heathen, but 
the urbane. Mr. Andrew Lang, for instance, 
cannot abide it, and others there be who call 
it “ bleating,” “ Bashkirtseffing,” and other scornful 
names. 

Indeed, of recent tendencies in criticism, none is 
more noteworthy than the steady set of opinion 
against the analytical novel. The novel is not, of 
course, the only region of art in which the analytic 
temperament has manifested itself. Racine was an 
analyst working in the medium of tragedy; Marivaux 
in comedy. The poems of Baudelaire, of Sully Prud- 
homme are poems of analysis. The “ Confessions” 
of Saint Augustine, no less than the “Souvenirs” of 
M. Renan, are analytical memoirs. In all these 
writers we have the distinctive note of the analytic 
temperament, the recording of innumerable little 
facts, or states, of consciousness for their own sake, 
and not for the definite actions which are the out- 
come of those states. The striking of the clock 
interests them less than the working of the deli- 
cate pieces of mechanism by which the clock- 
strike is produced. It is in the novel, however, 
that this temperament has of late years found 
its freest expansion, and among analytical novel- 
ists there is none to dispute first place with M. Paul 
Bourget. 

He speaks, therefore, on this subject as one having 
authority. The objections to the analytical novel, 
he says, in effect, are twofold. There is first the 
purely wsthetic objection. It is said that the 
analytical method cannot give a true picture of life, 
because it is not the method of life. The adversaries 
reason somewhat in this way: “ You are supposed to 
give us an imitation of the passions. Now, the very 
first characteristic of the passions is to make intro- 
spection in their subject impossible. A man in love 
thinks of what he loves, and not of his love. A man 
who desires thinks of the object of his desire, and 
not of his desire. You cannot look out of window 
to watch yourself go by in the street. When you 
enumerate minutely the mental states which precede 
the actions of your personages, you substitute your- 
self for them without knowing it, since you describe 
in them what they cannot even discern. Life implies 
a demi-obscurity of mood, a silent and continuous 
working of blind instinct, a spontaneity of move- 
ment, which are incompatible with the perpetual 
anatomising which is your method and aim. What- 
ever is dissected is dead.” M. Bourget replies that 
this is a very specious objection. Its great fault is 
that it is applicable to every kind of literary process 
just as much as to the analytic. Every description 
of an external fact can only be the copy of the im- 
pression produced by that fact upon ourselves, and 
an element of individual interpretation insinuates it- 
self into the most systematically “objective” picture. 
If a Flaubert, for instance, describes a landscape as 
a background for Madame Bovary, does he not show 
it us as he sees it himself? 

A second objection, being an ethical one, is more 
serious. Starting from the principle that the spirit 
of analysis is fatal to the will, many critics have 
considered the influence of the analytical novel as 
enervating and relaxing, particularly for the young. 
It leads, they maintain, to selfishness and scepticism. 
“To be always thinking of one’s own joys and 


“which legally bears her name, not his. 





sorrows,” say these, “is to give too much thought to 
oneself: it is to induce a gradual hypertrophy of that 
egoistic sentiment which it is the very first principle 
of morality to subdue. It is also to paralyse one’s 
own energy, for the abuse of thought which results 
in a multiplicity of points of view takes away the 
power of decision. Such is the double and inevit- 
able effect of analytic literature on those who 
abandon themselves to it.’ The misfortune is, 
answers M. Bourget, that this objection rests on 
one of those opinions which pass current merely 
because one does not take the trouble to verify 
them. This antithesis between analysis and action 
is a commonplace founded on insufficient data. Many 
examples can be given on the contrary of people 
whose energy has been fortified by analysis. Open 
the first volume of the “ Mémoires” of Mme. de 
Rémusat, and you read :—“ His mental constitution 
always inclined him to analyse even his emotions. 
Of all men he meditated the most on the why and 
wherefore of human actions. To describe him one 
must employ the analytic forms for which he had so 
marked a taste.” This, of Bonaparte, the strongest 
will of his time—perhaps of all time. Stendhal, the 
earliest of the analytical novelists, was a man of 
uncommon energy and perpetual action. So was 
Ignatius Loyola, the minutely analytical author of 
the “Spiritual Exercises.” Experience, concludes 
M. Bourget, shows that the analytical tendency is in 
itself neither a poison nor a tonic of the will. More- 
over, it bears another name outside the nomenclature 
of letters: it is called the examination of conscience, 
and as such, far from being the opposite of morality, 
it is its very essence. 

Without more ado, then, M. Bourget applies the 
analytical method to the problem treated in “ La 
Terre Promise.” That problem is part of a more 
general one; up to what point does the fact of our 
having given life to another being engage in regard 
to that being? In what measure is our personality 
compelled to forego its independent development in 
presence of this new existence? It is the problem 
of the child in which the whole morality of love is 
bound up, and the “cases of conscience ” which arise 
out of it are innumerable. Here, by the way, one 
finds M. Bourget working in the same region as some 
modern Scandinavian dramatists. These, as some of 
their acuter critics have already pointed out, think 


. that it is the matter of responsibility towards the chil- 


dren whichis going to settle several disputed questions 
of sexual relationship. In “ Terre Promise” the case 
of conscience is one which the current conventional 
code of honour would probably have the least hesita- 
tion in resolving. A man has been the lover of 
another man’s wife. He has had a child by her 
But he 
cannot doubt, and does not doubt, that he is the 
child’s father. Has he any duties towards the child, 
and, if so, what? Has he rights, and what rights? 
Is he guilty if he lives his own life regardless of 
them? Does the blood-tie necessarily imply an obli- 
gation, a latent obligation, of which circumstances 
may compel the acknowledgment? Nine men out of 
ten, says M. Bourget, would answer these questions 
in the negative. It is not for them this novel is 
written, it is for the tenth man, the man whose 
passions and experience have not entirely, des- 
troyed nobility of scruple, and for whose self- 
esteem it is not enough to have conciliated 
interest with “les convenances” and pleasure with 
the burgess-ideal of mundane respectability. No one 
can quarrel with the lofty morality of M. Bourget’s 
aim, but, alas! it is quite possible to yawn over the 
book in which he carries it out. The examination of 
the perplexities of Francis Nayrac between his child 
Adele, his cast-off mistress, Pauline Raffraye, and his 
betrothed Henriette, and the story of the man’s 
ultimate punishment for his sin, may make for 
morality ; but they make, we can speak at least for 
one reviewer, intolerably tedious reading. The 
moral is startling, but irresistible; M. Bourget 
should write nothing but prefaces. 
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THE DRAMA. 





“THe DucHEss oF MALFI.”—“ THE GUARDSMAN.” 


“TFYERROR and pity may be raised by the decora- 

tion—the mere spectacle; but they may also 
arise from the circumstances of the action itself, which 
is far preferable, and shows a superior poet. For the 
fable should be so constructed that, without the 
assistance of the sight, its incidents may excite 
horror and commiseration in those who hear them 
only. But to produce this effect by means of the 
decoration discovers want of art in the poet, who 
must also be supplied with an expensive apparatus.” 
This well-known passage of the “Poetics” (ii. 13) 
is a condemnation in advance of John Webster 
and his Duchess of Malfi. But I do not sup- 
pose that any spectator at the performance 
of Webster's tragedy by the Independent Theatre 
Society was baulked of his pleasure by the reflection 
that Aristotle, in his place, would not have been 
pleased. For my part, I confess to having found a 
childlike gratification, naive and open-mouthed, in 
the mechanical candle-in-a-hollow-turnip horrors of 
Webster's fourth act, in the severed hand, the 
screams of the maniacs, the coffin and pall, the 
cowled executioners, and the skeleton-dance. I liked 
these things because they had no illusion about their 
unreality. I never once mistook the illuminated 
turnip for a ghost. It has been objected by a gener- 
ally acute critic that these horrors would have been 
more effective had the stage-manager at the Opéra 
Comique left them to the imagination. No doubt; 
for then there would have been some possibility of 
illusion. One might have been really terrified. But 
that would have been no true revival of Webster ; 
it would have been an adaptation of Webster to 
modern ideas. It was the material representation, not 
any mere suggestion, of the ghastly, the grim, and 
the macabre which Webster intended; and it is no 
fault of his if what thrilled the nerves of the public 
in the early seventeenth century serves only to 
amuse the public of to-day. In his day “ terror and 
pity might be raised by the decoration, the mere 
spectacle,” whereas now—but as I write I be- 
come aware that I am lying. This contrast of mine 
between our sceptical selves and our credulous fore- 
fathers that begat us won't do. Iam making out 
that I actually felt on this performance of the 
Duchess of Malfi what I supposed, beforehand, 
I ought to feel—mere amusement. But that is 
not quite sincere. Some of the horrors, quite 
obviously mechanical though they were, did—if not 
horrify me—at least give me a momentary /risson. 
The cowled executioners awed me not, and the 
severed hand I could smile at (with pleasing recol- 
lections of Boisgobey’s “La Main coupée”) but the 
dance of death—a Holbein in action—baunts me 
even now; and the silent entry of the mad folk—an 
anticipation of Maeterlinck —gave me a fellow-feeling 
with Peer Gynt beset by the maniacs at Cairo. These 
things were distinctly uncanny. “Do you believe 
in ghosts ?”—“No, but I am afraid of them.” Though 
I did not believe in any of the horrors of the Duchess 
of Malfi, | was a little bit afraid of some of them. 

I have, then, to thank the Independent Theatre 
Society for a perceptible frisson. But there my 
thanks must end. The cast was hopelessly weak. 
If I am to witness the efforts of gentlemanly 
amateurs, I would rather see them in their familiar 
region of Meg's Diversions, or Still Waters Run 
Deep than in Elizabethan tragedy. Mr. Murray 
Carson, however, made a good deal of the spy 
Bosola—an enigmatic, subtle, and introspective spy, 
a spy with the “ analytic temperament,” who would 
delight M. Bourget; while Miss Mary Rorke and 
Miss Hall Caine were pleasant enough as the Duchess 
and her waiting-woman. Remembering doubtless 
Aristotle’s remark that poets of Webster's kind 
“must also be supplied with an expensive ap- 
paratus,” Mr. Henry Irving had lent the Independ- 
ents some handsome costumes and useful accessories. 





“ Fables,” says the venerable authority whom I 
have already quoted, “are of two sorts, simple and 
complicated.” The fable of the new farce at the 
Court, The Guardsman, by Messrs. Sims and Raleigh, 
is decidedly complicated. What are the relations 
between a retired judge and a milliner whom he has 
known as the successful plaintiff in many actions for 
breach of promise; why he should want this 
lady to marry a wealthy purveyor of jam and 
pickles; why the jam-purveyor and the milliner 
should combine to write anonymous letters to the 
lady whom the judge’s nephew loves and yet does 
not (for no improper motive) want to marry ; how it 
is that all the personages, after being upset out of 
the jam-maker’s four-in-hand meet at the rooms of 
the judge, which are temporarily the rooms of the 
nephew; and why the milliner turns on the hot 
water in the bath room—these and many other 
puzzling questions occur to me in connection with 
The Guardsman. It is better, perhaps, not to 
trouble about them, but to enjoy the fun of the 
farce as it comes—and it does come. There are 
some pretty faces in it, some smart gowns, and it is 
briskly played. A.B. W. 








ON THE NECESSITY FOR A DIRECTOR OF 
FINE ARTS. 

MARVELLOUS accident that it should have 
t\ come to be believed that a corporation could 
edit a picture gallery! Whence did the belief 
originate? whence did it spring? and in what 
fancied substance of fact did it catch root? A 
tapeworm-like notion—come we know not whence, 
nor how. And it has thriven unobserved, though 
signs of its presence stare plainly enough in the 
pallid face of the wretched gallery. Curious it 
is that it should have remained undetected so 
long; curious, indeed, it is that straying thought 
should have led no one to remember that 
every great art collection has grown out of 
an individual intelligence. Collections have been 
worthily continued, but each successive growth 
has risen in obedience to the will of one supreme 
authority; and that it should have ever come to 
be believed that twenty aldermen, whose lives are 
mainly spent in considering bank-rates, bimetallism, 
and sewage, could collect pictures of permanent 


value is on the face of it as wild a folly as ever 


tried the strength of the strait-waistcoats of Han- 
well or Bedlam. But as Manchester and Liverpool 
enjoy as fair a measure of sanity as the rest of the 
kingdom, we perforce must admit the theory of 
unconscious acceptation of a chance idea. 

But I take it that what is essential in my argument 
is not to prove that aldermen know little about art, 
but that twenty men, wise or foolish, ignorant or 
learned, cannot edit a picture gallery. Proving the 
obvious is not an amusing task, but it is sometimes a 
necessary task. It may be thought, too, that I might 
be more brief ; the elderly maxim about brevity being 
the soul of wit may be flung in my teeth. But lengthy 
discourse gives time for reflection, and I am seriously 
anxious that my readers should consider the question 
which these articles introduce. I believe it to be 
one of vital interest, reaching down a long range 
of consequences; and should these articles induce 
Manchester and Liverpool to place their galleries 
in the care of competent art-directors, I shall have 
rendered an incalculable service to English art. I 
say “competent art-directors,’ and I mean by 
“ competent art-directors” men who will deem their 
mission to.-be repudiation of the Anglo-French 
art fostered by the Academy—a return to a truer 
English tradition, and the giving to Manchester 
and Liverpool individual artistic aspiration and 
tendency. 

Is the ambition of Manchester and Liverpool 
limited to paltry imitations of the Chantrey Fund 
collection? If they desire no more, it would serve 
no purpose to disturb the corporations in their 
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management of the galleries. The corporations 
can do this better than any director. But if 
Manchester and Liverpool desire individual artistic 
life, if they wish to collect art that will attract 
visitors and contribute to their renown, they can 
only do this by the appointment of competent 
directors. For assurance on this point we have 
only to think what Sir Richard Burton has done 
for the National Gallery, or what the late Mr. 
Doyle did for Dublin on the meagre grant of 
one thousand a year. It is the man and not the 
amount of money spent that counts. A _ born 
collector like the late Mr. Doyle can do more with 
a thousand a year than a corporation could do with 
a hundred thousand a year. Nothing is of worth 
except individual passion; it is the one thing that 
achieves. And I know of no more intense passion— 
and, I will add, no more beautiful passion—than the 
passion for collecting works of art. Of all passions 
it is the purest. It matters little to the man 
possessed of it whether he collects for the State or 
for himself. The gallery is his child, and all his time 
and energy are given to the enrichment and service 
of his gallery. The gallery is his one thought. He 
will lie awake at night to better think out his plans 
for the capture of some treasure on which he has 
set his heart. He will get up in the middle of the 
night, and walk about the gallery, considering some 
project for improved arrangements. To realise the 
meaning of the passion for collecting, it is necessary 
to have known a real collector, and intimately, for 
collectors do not wear their hearts on their sleeve. 
With the indifferent they are indifferent ; but they 
are quick to detect the one man or woman who sym- 
pathises, who understands; and they select with 
eagerness this one from the crowd. But perhaps the 
collector never really reveals himself except to a 
fellow-collector, and to appreciate the strength and 
humanity of the passion, it is necessary to have seen 
Duret and Goncourt explaining a new Japanesery 
which one of them has just acquired, and which the 
other does not possess. 

The partial love which a corporation may feel for 
its collection is very different from the undivided 
strength of the collector's love of his gallery. And 
even if we were to admit the possibility of an ideal 
corporation consisting of men perfectly convers- 
ant with art, and animated with passion equal to 
the collector's passion, the history of its labour 
would still be written in the words “ vexatious 
discussion and lost chances.” The rule that no 
picture is to be purchased until it has been seen 
and approved of by the corporation forbids all 
extraordinary chances, and the unique and only 
moment is lost in foolish formule. The machinery 
is too cumbersome; the chances of sale-rooms can- 
not be seized; it is instinct and not reason that 
decides the collector, and no dozen or twenty men 
can ever be got to immediately agree. 

A month or more ago I published an article on 
Manet in this paper. The article took the attention 
of a member of the Manchester art committee, and 
he wrote asking where could the pictures be seen, and 
if the owners would lend them for exhibition in the 
annual exhibition soon to open. If they did, perhaps 
the corporation might be induced to buy them for the 
permanent collection. Now I will ask my readers to 
imagine my bringing the pictures “ Le Linge” and 
“L’Enfant a l'Epée” over from France, and submit- 
ting them to the judgment of the Manchester Corpora- 
tion. As well might I submit tothem a Velasquez or 
a Gainsborough gisned Smith and Jones. It is the 
authority of the ignature that induces acquiescence 
in the beauty, a portrait by Gainsborough or 
Velasquez ; without the signature the ordinary or 
drawing-room lady would prefer a portrait by Mr. 
Shannon. Mr. Shannon is the fashion, and the 
fashion, being the crowd's invention, is naturally 
popular with the crowd. I wrote not very long ago 
about a beautiful picture by Manet—“ Boulogne Pier.” 
It was then on exhibition in Bond Street. I asked 
a friend to buy it. “ You will not like the picture now,” 





I said ; “ but if you have any latent «sthetic feeling in 
you, it will bring it out, and you will like it in six 
months’ time.” My friend would not buy the picture, 
and the reason he gave was that he did not like it. 
It did not seem to occur to him that his taste might 
advance, and that the picture he is ignorant enough 
to like to-day he may be wise enough to loathe six 
years hence. Looking at the question from a com- 
mercial side, the ordinary man can commit no greater 
folly than to buy pictures because they please him. 
An early customer of Sir John Millais said, “ Millais, 
I'll give you five hundred pounds to paint me a picture, 
and you shall paint me the picture you are minded 
to paint.” Sir John painted him one of the most 
beautiful pictures of modern times, “ St. Agnes Eve.” 
But the wisdom of the purchaser was only temporary. 
When the picture came home he did not like it, 
his wife did not like it ; there was no colour in it; it 
was all blue and green. Briefly, it was not a pleasant 
picture to live with; and after trying the experiment 
for a few months this excellent couple decided to 
exchange the picture for a picture by—by whom? 
—by Mr. Sidney Cooper. I wonder what they 
think of themselves to-day. And their fate is the 
fate of the aldermen who buy pictures because they 
like them. 

The administration of art, as the Manchester 
Guardian points out, is one of extreme difficulty. 
It is not easy to find a competent director ; but it 
seems to me to be easy to name many men who 
would do better in art-management than a cor- 
poration, and embarrassingly difficult to name one 
who would do worse. Any one man can thread a 
needle better than twenty men. Should the needle 
prove brittle and the thread rotten, the threader 
must resign. Though a task may be accomplished 
only by one man, and though all differ as to how 
it should be accomplished, yet, when the task is 
well accomplished, an appreciative unanimity seems 
to prevail regarding the result. We all agree in 
praising Sir Richard Burton’s administration; and 
yet how easy it would be to cavil! Why has he 
not bought an Ingres, a Corot, a Courbet, a Troyon? 
Why has he showed such excessive partiality for 
squint-eyed Italian saints? Sir Richard Burton 
would answer: “In collecting, like in everything 
else, you must choose a line. I chose to consider 
the National Gallery as a muséum. The question is 
whether I have collected well or badly from this 
point of view?” But a corporation cannot choose a 
line on which to collect; it can do no more than 
indulge in miscellaneous purchases. G. M. 








THE WEEK. 





IN reading Forp after a long interval LOWELL 
found (Harper's Magazine) that the greater part of 
what he once took on trust as precious, was really 
paste and pinchbeck. Forp had thoroughly imposed 
upon him with his counterfeit poetical coin. This 
mature judgment Lowe Lt flattered himself he had 
arrived at because he was provided with elements of 
wider comparison and with more trustworthy tests 
than when he first read Forp. You could not hit 
upon a better example of a critic’s power to hood wink 
himself. Unfailingly, when the critic’s capacity to 
be charmed begins to wane he declares that it is the 
charmer who had deceived him, and with a solemn 
shake of the head advises all and sundry “in the 
interests of true literature" not to “ honour fraudu- 
lent drafts upon our imagination.” It is always 
these second thoughts that destroy the value of 
criticism. If on attempting a second perusal one 
finds a book that has once pleased beginning to pall, 
the wisest course is to cease reading, and treasure 
the first impression; we may be sure ninety-nine 
times out of a hundred that the book is as fresh as it 
ever was, and that it is we who are growing old. 


“Right in thy teeth, or in thy toothless chaps, 
I swear, antiquity, first thoughts are best.” 
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This is only one side of the truth, but it is a side 
we are too easily persuaded to turn from. 


MIGHT we not, asks Mr. ANDREW LANG, have a 
new periodical, The Authors’ Review, in which 
authors should criticise their own books after the 
critics had said their foolish unenlightened say ? 
Mr. LANG finds the idea very pleasing, but detects 
two objections: “the serial would be so popular 
that scarce anyone would study the books,” and 
there are “ too many authors whom no reward could 
induce to be contributors.” Does not the second 
reason stultify the first? Such a review could only 
be popular if the best authors contributed to it. In 
the Twentieth Century, an American magazine, the 
plan has been, and, for all we know, is still being 
tried; but the authors who used to review their 
own books in that periodical were in most cases 
unreviewed anywhere else. 


Mr. LANG has discovered the Scotch Mrs. Mala- 
prop, doubtless in St. Andrew's. “ Rural parishioner, 
about to marry for the second time, to congratulatory 
friend: ‘ Weel, I'm marrying mostly for the sake o’ 
the bairns. If it was just masel’, 1 could e’en gang 
on being a celebrity.’” This good lady must have 
belonged to the kingdom of Fife. Surely it was she 
who “likit Gounod’s ‘Funeral March of Marie Antoin- 
ette, ” who remarked when somebody risked a broad 
joke, “that’s a dooble St. Andrew,” and who called 
bon-bons, confidently and appreciatively, “ humbugs.” 


A CORRESPONDENT writes: “You may perhaps 
think it worth while to publish the following re- 
markable coincidence. In the second part of IBsEN’s 
‘Emperor and Galilean,’ Julian says :— 


“*Where is he (Christ) now’ What if that at Golgotha, near 
Jerusalem, was but a wayside matter, « thing done, so to speak, in 
passing, in « leisure hour’ What if he goes on and on, and suffers, 
and dies, and conquers, again and again, from world to world ?’ 


In the first book of BAILEy’s ‘ Festus,’ the Son of 
God says to Festus’s Guardian Angel :— 
‘ Think not I lived and died for thine alone, 

And that no other sphere hath hailed me Christ, 

My life is ever suffering for love: 

In judging and redeeming worlds is spent 

Mine everlasting being.’ 
Others besides InseN and BAILEY have doubtless 
conceived the possibility expressed in these two 
passages, but I do not know of any other writers 
who have given it utterance, and I have never seen 
the two passages brought together before.” 


A NEW fine art annual, “ European Pictures of 
the Year,” will be published by Messrs. CasseL. & 
Co. early in November. The work will contain 
about 120 reproductions of the principal Continental 
pictures for 1892, and will form a companion to 
“ Royal Academy Pictures.” 


In antique vellum binding, printed on _ thick, 
white sinewy paper, Mr. T. Fisher UNWIN issues a 
very handsome folio volume containing an English 
version of QuEVEDO's “Pablo de Segovia,” and a 
hundred and ten illustrations by DANIEL VIERGE. 
Mr. Henry EpwArRp WATTs writes an essay on the 
life and writings of QUEVEDO, second among Spanish 
humourists, and MR. JosEPH PENNELL has something 
to say about VIERGE'S drawings. The graver works 
of QUEVEDO, which won him the applause of the 
learned and the favour of the great in his own time, 
have sunk into oblivion. Only the lighter pieces, 
which he could scarcely be got to own in his life- 
time, have survived, and of these perhaps the best is 
his picaresque novel, “ Pablo de Segovia, the Spanish 
Sharper.” 


Ir house are in earnest in wiiies to benefit the unem 


London, they buy Bryant & May's Matches, and refuse the Lf. 
which are depriving the workers in East London of a large amount in wages, 





AN attempt has been made by MR. CHARLES 
Morris to do with the best-known plays of the 
other principai English dramatists what CHARLES 
and Mary LAMB did with SHAKESPEARE'’S plays. 
The result of Mr. Morris’s endeavour appears in 
three volumes issued very prettily in this country 
by Messrs. GRIFFITH, FARRAN & Co. The selection, 
which begins with “Every Man in his Humour,” 
includes works by FLETCHER, OTWAY, GOLDSMITH, 
and SHERIDAN, ending with TALFouRD's“ Ion.” We 
should add that Mr. Henry IRVING has found the 
tales good reading. 


AMONG many books published this week we may 
mention “The New Exodus” (HEINEMANN), MR. 
HAROLD FREDERIC’s “Study of Israel in Russia;” 
“The Tuscan Republics" (UNw1n), brief histories of 
Florence, Siena, Pisa, Lucca, with Genoa, by Miss 
BELLA Durry, the latest addition to “ The Story of 
the Nations:” “ Recollections of George Butler” 
(ARROWSMITH), by Mrs. JOSEPHINE E. BUTLER ; 
“Memorials of Frederick Trestrail” (ALEXANDER & 
SHEPHERD), edited by his widow; “Public Health 
Problems” (Scorr) in the “Contemporary Science 
Series,” by Mr. Joun F. J. SYKES; and “ Social Life 
in England, 1660-1690" (WaRD & DowNEy), by Mr. 
W. C. SYDNEY. 





Some figures relating to Russian book-lore 
gathered from the report of M. PowLenKow, the 
librarian, will be of interest. During last year, it 
appears, there were published in Russia 9,053 books 
and pamphlets, the aggregate number of copies being 
about 29,000,000. Of this number, 6,588 books, 
representing 23,000,000 copies, were in the Russian 
language, 840 in Polish, 393 in German, 390 in Hebrew, 
and 219 in Lettic. Books were, for the first time, 
published in the Goldenian and the Ersian languages. 
The novels numbered 509; of LERMONTOFF's works, 
for which the publisher's right expired last year, 
there were 92 editions, comprising more than a 
million copies. Books of instruction, etc., numbered 
574: medicinal works, 476: dramatic, 272; historic, 
254; legal, 224; books bearing upon natural science, 
194; ete. Of the above books, 3,193 were published 
at St. Petersburg, 1,848 in Moscow, 1,091 at Warsaw, 
and a few hundreds at Kieff, Kasan, Riga, and 
Odessa. 





A CORRESPONDENT writes : “ In the much-disputed 
controversy as to the meaning of the last verse of 
‘Crossing the Bar,’ will you allow me to offer—with 
all diffidence—my interpretation of the lines— 

‘And may I see my Pilot face to face, 
When I have crossed the bar ’— 

which to some seem obscure or contradictory, but 
which to my mind show no want of Lorp TENNYSON’S 
usual instinctive adherence to fact? Anyone who 
has taken long voyages must recall how, when the 
Pilot comes on board and mounts the bridge, all is 
left in his hands, the Captain apparently waiting, 
passively and in silence, till the vessel is free of 
the Channel, or has crossed the bar; then, when 
the important moment is over, how the Captain and 
Pilot shake hands, and a few hearty and friendly 
words are exchanged before the Pilot is dropped, 
and the ship sails on her course. The poet contem- 
plates the nearness of death prefigured in the cross- 
ing of the bar—the last link with the shore. May 
there be no moanings of physical distress, no weep- 
ings of farewell, such as shall distract or agonise 
the soul; but on ‘that full tide which moving seems 
asleep,’ may I be borne out of life. And, when the 
great hour is passed, the bar crossed, then may I 
turn and recognise the face of Him who has ordered 
the course, before He sends me forth into the great 
ocean of eternal peace.” 





AMONG the deaths announced since our last issue 
are those of the Duke or RoxsURGHE: Mrs, 
Harrison, wife of the President of the United 
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States, who embodied the “plain living and high 
thinking ” which used to be regarded as involved in 
the idea of a Republic; Herr RoBERT FRANZ, the 
eminent composer; two German professors—ADOLF 
SOETBEER, of Gittingen, an eminent economist 
best known in connection with “index numbers” 
and “the tabular standard of value,” and BERN- 
HARD WINDSCHEID, of Leipzig, a high authority on 
Civil Law; M. ALBertT MILLAUD, for twenty-three 
years a member of the staff of the Paris Figaro, to 
whose columns he contributed a Parliamentary 
chronicle and satires in verse; M. HENRI LACROIX, 
a dramatic critic and “reader” to the Comédie 
Francaise; the Rev. SAMUEL LONGFELLOW, himself 
a poet, and the biographer of his more famous 
brother ; the DuCHEss oF CAJANELLO, better known 
by her maiden name of CHARLOTTE EDGREN, the 
Swedish authoress; and CoLONEL T. M. CROWDER, 
of the Oxfordshire Militia, Bursar of Corpus Christi 
College, Oxford, who had travelled in many countries 
and possessed an extraordinarily minute knowledge 
of their topography. 








THE COMING ELECTIONS IN ITALY. 


HE coming elections in Italy will certainly give 
an enormous majority to the Ministry. With 
the exception of quite a few men belonging to the 
extreme Left and the extreme Right, it would be 
more easy to find a white bear in Italy than a candi- 
date who does not declare himself to be Ministerial. 
A writer in the Milanese newspaper, L’ Idea Liberale, 
ridicules this attitude with much humour, in an 
article entitled “ An Anti-Ministerialist.” He begins 
by saying, “It is I—look at me well, gentlemen, I 
pray!—I am this rare and strange zoological phe- 
nomenon! Could you find another in the ‘bel 
paese,’ if you paid his weight in gold?” Verily the 
situation has its comic side. But the most comic of 
all is the ancient Transformist faction. The group 
assumed this name because it seemed to formulate in 
a theory the easy passage that they made from one 
party to another—that is to say, their transforma- 
tion. These persons desire at all costs to be partisans 
of the Giolitti Ministry, and Giolitti, who, if he has 
nothing else, has at least good intentions, and desires 
to have well-marked parties in his Chambers, does 
not want them. They besiege his ante-chamber to 
assure him of their devotion, and to explain to him 
that it was by a mere mistake that they once voted 
against him. And in their party organs they keep 
repeating, “The policy of the present Ministry is 
not different from that of the preceding ; these are 
the very ideas which we defend.” But since we 
have had to wait several months for Giolitti’s pro- 
gramme, the official journals might easily reply to 
all this: “ But how could you say that you have the 
same ideas as Giolitti when you do not yet know 
what his ideas are?” As an example, let me give the 
biography of a deputy of Calabria. Signor X. had 
himself elected by the “ pure Right,” he then became 
a follower of the Crispi Ministry; when this had 
fallen he became a partisan of the Di Rudini Ministry ; 
when Giolitti came into office he for one moment 
rebelled and voted against him, but soon repented 
and went to Strongoli to hold a public discourse, in 
which he declared himself an admirer and faithful 
follower of Giolitti. -Unfortunately, in his electoral 
district there is another individual who professes a 
yet warmer admiration and yet blinder faith in 
Giolitti, and a conflict arises between them. The 
electors endeavour to discover which is the true and 
authentic Ministerial candidate. 

But this, after all, occurs in all the electoral 
districts of Italy, where every candidate endeavours 
to demonstrate that he is more friendly to the 
Ministry and more well-disposed to the Prime 
Minister than his rival, and hence more capable of 
obtaining favours for his electors. For this, in very 








truth, is all the electors care about. The deputy is 
to them a species of commis-voyageur whom they 
send to Rome to treat of their affairs with the 
Government, and their ideal deputy is one “ who 
does not occupy himself with politics,” but who, in- 
stead, is careful of the interests of his electors. It 
has been said that deputies in Italy are more occupied 
with their own interests than those of the public. 
This is a grave error. There is no Parliament in 
Europe that has a larger number of essentially honest 
members than the Italian. It is the electors who 
desire and who enjoy the favours of the Government. 
The deputy is generally an honest agent, who obtains 
this for them without having any part for himself, 
contenting himself in return for his labours with the 
position he obtains in society from the fact that he 
is a Member of Parliament. 

Nearly all the deputies elected will be Minis- 
terial, but this does not imply that the Giolitti 
Ministry can hope for a long life. Signor Crispi, to 
whom a general election gave almost a unanimous 
majority in the Chamber, fell but a few months after. 
The deputy of to-day calls himself the friend of 
Giolitti, but will abandon him without scruple if 
there should arise in the Chamber some authoritative 
leader who shall promise him greater Government 
favours for his electors. There has been issued in 
Rome by Dr. Treves a curious statistical table of the 
votes given by the deputies in the various divisions 
at the beginning of the last legislative Session. It 
seems incredible to read that the greater number of 
the members of the Di Rudini Ministry first voted in 
favour of the Crispi Ministry. But what is yet more 
singular is to see the Ministers and Under-Secretaries 
of State who were with Crispi abandoning him as 
soon as he has fallen, and voting in favour of the 
Ministry which took his place. There is, indeed, 
one member of the Crispi Ministry who did not give 
one single unfavourable vote to the Di Rudini 
Ministry, and who voted in its favour in the first 
seven divisions. It is certainly a curious state of 
things in which a Minister but just overthrown 
hastens to vote in favour of his successors ! 

In this abnormal state of affairs it is needful to 
pay but little heed to public speeches. We must 
rather keep attention fixed on what is going on 
behind the Parliamentary scenes. It is there that 
the life and death of the Ministries is decided. All 


‘the goodwill many Italian political men may possess 


is dashed to pieces against these artificers. In the 
Ministerial report we are able to perceive all the 
rocks that the Ministry has had to avoid. Giolitti 
came into power declaring that it was quite requisite 
to put an end to the confusion that reigns at present 
in Italy regarding the circulation of bank-notes. 
Nevertheless, in the Ministerial report there is not 
a word about this matter. This silence is the result 
of the resistance of the Banca Romana and the Banco 
di Napoli, who dispose of the votes of a large number 
of deputies. The Minister announces that he will 
maintain the enormous customs duty of about 5d. 
per lb. with which the introduction of rice into Italy 
is burdened. This is a concession to content the 
proprietors of the rice fields of Upper Italy. The 
Minister adds that he will not diminish protective 
duties, and this is in order to compete with Colombo, 
who has hoisted with decision the banner of custom- 
house protection. The manipulation of the pensions, 
which resolves itself into a loan, and the monopoly 
of mineral oils, which is but a new tax masked, are 
expedients to which a Government is reduced that is 
asked to reconcile two such irreconcilable things as 
maintaining the present armament and not to bring 
forward, at least openly, new taxes. Petroleum costs 
2s. 6d. per gallon in Italy. It is burdened with heavy 
customs duties in favour of the Government, and 
with an octroi duty besides in favour of the Com- 
munes. It is not known whether with the Government 
monopoly this latter duty will be maintained or no. 
With the new operations concerning the Com- 
munal loans conceded to the “ Credito Fondario” it 
has been sought to content the “ haute finance,” who 
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complained that the Government gave them no 
opportunities of doing good business. But will it be 
good business? It is permissible to doubt it. The 
comparison instituted in the Ministerial report with 
the French Credit Foncier does not hold, because 
the conditions are too diverse in the two countries. 
France furnishes every year a large quota of savings, 
which the citizens do not know how to invest. In 
Italy, on the contrary, capital is lacking. It is, 
therefore, impossible for the issue of bonds of the 
Italian Credito Fondario to have the happy issue 
that awaited those of the French Credit Foncier. 
Further, the financial condition of the Italian Com- 
munes is already in a very bad way. Besides the 
many Communes which have had entirely to suspend 
payment, there are the Communes of Rome and 
Naples, which could not go on but for State assist- 
ance. If they must pay a larger interest than 
they do now for the moneys furnished them by 
the Credito Fondario that increased interest will 
necessarily be a burden on the State. Bodio, the 
head of the statistical department of the kingdom 
of Italy, gives the following figures concerning the 
Communal balance sheets : 
1883. 1889, 
Thousands of pounds sterling. 

Actual income ; 13,882 ae 15,914 

Actual expenses J 15,186 we 19,456 

Deficit ... 1,304 , 3,542 

And the evil goes on increasing and becomes 
graver every year. The finances of the Communes 
are in even a worse condition than those of the State. 
Communes, Provinces, and State have all insisted on 
undertaking expenditure in excess of the economic 
capacity of the country, and now that the evil 
consequences show themselves, instead of seeking 
energetic remedies, they have recourse to expedients 
to disguise them, thinking they will cease to exist if 
they are not spoken of. The official newspaper 
censured the discourse of the ex-Minister Colombo 
at Milan, saying, “ Even if the things said were true, 
he should not have said them in order not to discredit 
the country.” How is it possible to cure the evils 
of a country, concerning which it is not even allowed 
to speak the truth ? 

The Italian people are sober and laborious, and, 
if these excessive expenses and absurd protectionism 
did not impoverish the country, would once more 
become prosperous; nor would it take many years 
entirely to heal its present wounds. Unhappily, we 
are at present very far off indeed from being set 
upon this road. 

VILFREDO PARETO. 





DIBBS, R.N. 





“ N°S listen to me, Neddie Dibbs,” she said, as 
she bounced the ball lightly on her tennis- 
racquet ; “ you are very precipitate. It’s only four 
weeks since you were court-martialed, and escaped 
being reduced by the very closest shave; and yet 
you come and make love to me, and want me to 
marry you. You don’t lack confidence, certainly.” 

Commander Dibbs, R.N., was hurt; but he did 
not become dramatic. He felt the point of his 
torpedo-cut beard, and smiled up pluckily at her— 
she was much taller than he. For years he was 
known in the squadron as “ The Baby.” 

“TI know the thing went against me rather,” he 
said; “but it was all wrong, I assure you. It’s 
cheeky, of course, to come to you like this so soon 
after, but for two years I'd been looking forward up 
there in the China Sea to meeting you again. You 
don’t know what a beast of a station it is—and, 
besides, I didn’t think you'd believe the charge.” 

“The charge was that you had endangered the 
safety of one of Her Majesty's cruisers by trying to 
run through an unexplored opening in the Barrier 
Reef. Was that it?” 

“ That was it.” 





“ And you didn’t endanger her ?” 

“Yes, I did, but not wilfully of course, nor yet 
stupidly.” 

“T read the evidence, and, frankly, it looked like 
stupidity.” 

“T haven't been called stupid usually, have I?” 

“No. I've heard you called many things, but 
never that.” 

Every inch of his five-feet-five was pluck. He 
could take her shots broadside, and laugh while he 
winced. “You've heard me called a good many 
things not complimentary, I suppose; for I know 
I'm not much to look at, and I’ve an edge to my 
tongue sometimes. What is the worst thing 
you ever said of me?” he added, a little bitterly. 

“What I say to you now—though, by the way, 
I've never said it before—that your self-confidence 
is appalling. Don’t you know that I’m very popular, 
that they say I’m clever, and that I'm a fall, very 
good-looking girl?” 

She looked down at him, and said it with such a 
delightful naiveté, through which a tone of raillery 
ran, that it did not sound as it may read. She knew 
her full value, but no one in society had ever accused 
her of vanity—she was simply the most charming, 
outspoken girl in the biggest city of Australia. 

“ Yes, I know all that,” he replied with an honest 
laugh. “When you were a little child,—according 
to your mother—and were told you were not good, 
you said, ‘ No, I'm not good; I’m only beautiful.’” 

Dibbs had a ready tongue, and nothing else he 
could have said at the moment would have had so 
good an effect. She laughed softly and merrily. 
“You have awkward little corners in your talk at 
times. I wonder they didn’t reduce you at the 
court-martial. You were rather keen with your 
words once or twice there.” 

A faint flush ran over Dibbs’s face, but he smiled 
through it, and didn’t give away an inch of self- 
possession. “If the board had been women, I'd 
have been reduced right enough—women don’t go 
by evidence, but by their feelings: they don’t know 
what justice really is, though they’ve a deal of 
undisciplined generosity naturally.” 

“There again you are foolish. I'm a woman; 
why do you say such things to me, especially now, 
when you—when you are aspiring? Properly, I 
ought to punish you.—But why did you say those 
sharp things at your trial? They might have told 
against you.” 

“TI said them because I felt them, and I hate 
flummery and thick-headedness. I was as respectful 
as I could be; but there were things about the trial 
I didn’t like—irregular things which the Admiral 
himself, who knows his business, set right.” 

“IT remember the Admiral said there were points 
about the case that he couldn't quite understand, 
but that they could only go by such testimony as 
they had.” 

“ Exactly,” he said sententiously. 

She wheeled softly on him, and looked him full 
in the eyes. “ What other testimony was there to 
offer?” 

“We are getting a long way from our starting- 
point,” he answered, evasively. “ We were talking 
of a more serious matter.” 

“But a matter with which this very thing has to 
do, Neddie Dibbs. There’s a mystery somewhere. 
I've asked Archie ; but he won't say a word about it, 
except that he doesn’t think you were to blame.” 

“Your brother Archie is a cautious fellow.” 
Then hurriedly, “ He is quite right to express no 
opinion as to any mystery. Least said soonest 
mended.” 

“You mean that it is considered proper not to 
discuss such professional matters in society ?” 

“That's it.” A change had passed over Dibbs’s 
face—it was slightly paler, but his voice was genial 
and inconsequential. 

“Come and sit down at the Point,” shesaid. They 
went to a cliff which ran out from one corner of the 
garden, and sat down on a bench. Before them 
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stretched the harbour, dotted with sails: men-of-war 
lay at anchor, among them the little Ruby, Com- 
mander Dibbs’s cruiser; pleasure-steamers went 
hurrying along to many shady harbours; a tall- 
masted schooner rode grandly in between the Heads, 
valanced with foam; and a beach beneath them 
shone like opal: it was a handsome sight. 

For a time they were silent. At last he said, “I 
know I haven’t much to recommend me. I'm alittle 
beggar—nothing to look at; I'm pretty poor; I’ve 
had no influence to push me on; and just at the 
critical point in my career—when I was expecting 
promotion—I get this set-back and lose your good 
opinion, which is more to me, though I say it bluntly 
like a sailor, than the praise of ail the Lords of the 
Admiralty, if it could be got. You see, I always 
was ambitious ; I was certain I'd be a captain ; I swore 
I'd be an admiral one day; and I fell in love with 
the best girl in the world, and said I'd not give up 
thinking I would marry her, till I saw her wearing 
another man’s name—and I don’t know that I should, 
even then.” 

“That last sentence sounds complicated—or 
wicked,” she said, her face turned away from him. 

“No, believe me, it is not complicated; and men 
marry widows sometimes.” 

“You are shocking,” she said, turning on him 
with a flush to her cheek and an angry glitter to her 
eye. “How dare you speak so cold-bloodedly and 
thoughtlessly !” 

“Tam not cold-blooded or thoughtless, nor yet 
shocking. I only speak what is in my mind with 
my usual crudeness. I know it sounds insolent 
of me, but, after all, it is only being bold with the 
woman for whom—half-disgraced, insignificant, but 
unquenchable fellow as I am—I'd do as much as, 
and, maybe, dare more than, any one of the men who 
would marry her if they could.” 

“T like ambitious men,” she said, relenting, and 
meditatively pushing the grass with her tennis- 
racket ; “ but ambition isn’t everything, is it? There 
must be some kind of fulfilment to turn it into 
capital, as it were. Don’t let me hurt your feelings, 
but you haven't done a great deal yet, have you?” 

“No, I haven't. There must be occasion. The 
chance to do something big may start up any 
time, though. You never can tell when things will 
come your way. Then you've got to be ready, 
that’s all.” 

“You are very confident.” 

“You'll call me a prig directly, perhaps, but I 
can’t help that. I've said things to you that I've 
never said to any one in the world, and I don’t 
regret saying them.” 

She looked at him earnestly. She had never been 
made love to in this fashion. There was no senti- 
mentalism in it, only straightforward feeling, force- 
ful, yet gentle. She knew he was aware that the 
Admiral of his squadron had paid, and was paying, 
court to her; that a titled aide-de-camp at Government 
House was conspicuously attentive; that one of the 
richest squatters in the country was ready to make 
astonishing settlements at any moment; and that 
there was not a young man of note acquainted with 
her who did not offer her gallant service—in the 
ball-room. She smiled as she thought of it. He 
was certainly not large, but no finer head was ever 
set on a man’s shoulders: powerful, strongly-out- 
lined, nobly balanced. The eyes were everywhere; 
searching, indomitable, kind. It was a head that any 
great sculptor would have liked a chance at. Ambi- 
tion became it well. She had studied that head 
from every standpoint, and had had the keenest 
delight in talking to the man. But, as he said, that 
was two years before, and he had had bad luck since 
then. She suddenly put this question to him: “ Tell 
me all the truth about that accident to the Ruby? 
You have been hiding something. The Admiral was 
right, I know. Some evidence was not forthcoming 
that would have thrown a different light on the 
affair.” 

“IT can tell you nothing,” he promptly replied. 





“T shall find out one day,” she said. 

“T hope not; though I'm grateful that you wish 
to do so.” 

He rose hurriedly to his feet; he was looking at 
the harbour below. He raised the field-glass he had 
carried from the verandah to his eyes. He was 
watching a yacht making across the bay towards 
them. 

She spoke again. 
morrow ?” 

“Yes; all the ships of the squadron but one get 
away.” 

“ How long shall you be gone?” 

“Six months at least———Great God!” 

He had not taken the glasses from his eyes as 
they talked, but had watched the yacht as she came 
on to get under the lee of the high shore at their 
right. He had noticed that one of those sudden, 
fierce winds, called “ Southerly Busters,’ was sweep- 
ing down towards the craft, and would catch it 
when it came round sharp, as it must do. He 
recognised the boat also. It belonged to Laura 
Harman's father, and her brother Archie was in it. 
The gale caught the yacht as Dibbs foresaw, and 
swamped her. He dropped the glass, cried to the 
girl to follow, and in a minute had scrambled down 
the cliff, and thrown off most of his things. He 
had launched askiff by the time the girl reached the 
shore. She got in without a word; she had recog- 
nised the yacht. She was deadly pale, but full of 
nerve. They rowed hard to where they could see 
two men clinging to the yacht ; there had been three 
in it. The two men were rot nauled in, for the 
gale was blowing too hard, bus they clung to the 
rescuing skiff. The girl’s brother was not to be seen. 
Instantly Dibbs dived down under the yacht. It 
seemed an incredible time before he reappeared ; but 
when he did, he had a body with him. Blood was 
coming from his nose and mouth, the strain of hold- 
ing his breath had been so great. It was impossible 
to get the insensible body into the skiff. He grasped 
the side, however, and held the boy’s head up. The 
girl rowed hard, but made little headway. Other 
rescue boats arrived presently, however, and they 
were all got to shore safely. 

Lieutenant Archie Harman did not die. Anima- 
tion was restored after great difficulty, but he did 
not sail away with the Ruby next morning to the 
Polynesian Islands. Another man took his place. 

Little was said between Commander Dibbs and 
Laura Harman at parting late that night. She 
came from her brother's bedside and laid her hand 
upon his arm. “It is good,” she said, “ for a man to 
be brave as well as ambitious. You are sure to suc- 
ceed; and I shall be proud of you, for—for you 
saved my brother's life, you see,” she timidly added ; 
and she was not often timid. 

Five months after, when the Ruby was lying 
with the flag-ship off one of the Marshall Islands, a 
packet of letters was brought from Fiji by a trading- 
schooner. One was for Commander Dibbs. It said 
in brief: “ You saved my brother's life—that was 
brave. You saved his honour—that was noble. He 
has told me all. He will resign and clear you when 
the Admiral returns. You are a good man.” 

“He ought to be kicked!” Dibbs said to him- 
self. “Did the cowardly beggar think I did it for 
him ?—blast him!” 

He raged inwardly; but he soon had something 
else to think of, for a hurricane came down on them 
as they lay in a trap of coral with only one outlet, 
which the Ruby had surveyed that day. He took 
his ship out gallantly, but the flag-ship dare not 
attempt it—Dibbs was the only man who knew the 
passage thoroughly. He managed to land on the 
shore below the harbour, and then, with a rope 
round him, essayed to reach the flag-ship from the 
beach. It was a wild chance, but he got there badly 
battered. Still, he took her with her Admiral out 
to the open safely. And that was how Dibbs 
became captain of a great ironclad. Archie Harman 
did not resign; Dibbs would not let him. Only 


“You are going again to- 


— ee 


es San 


RF eee 








al 


ee ci 














534 THE SPEAKER. 


[October 29, 1892. 





Archie's sister knew that he was responsible for the 
accident to the Ruby, which nearly cost Dibbs his 
reputation; for he and Dibbs had surveyed the 
passage in the Barrier Reef when serving on another 
ship, and he had neglected instructions and imper- 
fectly interpreted the chart. And Dibbs had held 
his tongue. 

One evening Laura Harman said to Captain 
Dibbs: “ Which would you rather be—Admiral of 
the Fleet or my husband?” Her hand was on his 
arm at the time. 

He looked up at her proudly, and laughed slyly. 
“T mean to be both, dear girl.” 

“You have an incurable ambition,” she said. 


GILBERT PARKER. 








A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 
Tue SPEAKER OFrrice, 
Friday, October 28th, 1892. 
POETRY being essentially the feminine art, the 
abstinence of women from poetry-making through 
centuries and centuries is stranger than their 
acquiescence in the male opinion which forbade them 
the austerer arts. Even the learning of the Middle 
Ages, which fascinated many a noble lady, from 
Abbess Hilda to Lady Jane Grey and the Princess 
Elizabeth, did not suggest to them that they might 
make melodies of words to the tinkling of their 
spinets and virginals. An anthology of women- 
poets, which would reach back beyond this century, 
must take count of names rather than of work, and 
the count is an easy task, for, excepting the quite 
honourable group of Scotch poetesses, which included 
Joanna Baillie, Lady Anne Barnard, Caroline, 
Baroness Nairne, and others, the little English 
poetesses stand out with the prominence of saplings 
in a hedge. 





Those Scotch poetesses achieved another immor- 
tality than this accidental prominence. They have 
given a little group of immortal songs to the literature 
of their own country. Joanna Baillie’s contemporary 
Shakespearean reputation is one of the inanities of 
the past that make the wise present smile, not 
knowing how the future will undo in turn its ver- 
dicts—but “ Wooed and married and a’” and her 
other homely ballads keep her name safe. Then 
there are Jean Glover, of “O’er the muir amang the 
heather,” and Susanna Blamire, of “And ye sall 
walk in silk attire” and “ What ails this heart of 
mine?” and Isabel Pagan, of “Ca’ the yowes to the 
knowes,” and Alison Cockburn and Jane Elliot with 
their different renderings of “ Flowers of the forest.” 
And again there is Lady Grisell Baillie, of “ Werena 
my heart licht I wad dee,” and Jean Adams, who 
wrote that homelike ballad, “ There’s nae luck aboot 
the house,” and who was a lonely governess by the 
irony of fate and died in the poorhouse. Certainly 
their English sisters of the day have nothing to 
compare with this most admirable walletful of songs. 





The first name of any prominence—for I pass over 
Lady Elizabeth Carew and the Duchess of Newcastle 
—is Katharine Philips, “the matchless Orinda” of 
whom Cowley wrote. The specimens of this much- 
belauded lady’s work which are left are hopelessly 
chilly .nd affected. In a human way she was lov- 
ably p.ominent as “a sweet woman in‘a corrupt 
Court.” She became the literary personality she 
was by reason of such ineptitude of generosity in 
men’s praises as later led Sir Walter Scott to 
rank Joanna Baillie with Shakespeare, and Words- 
worth to envy Mrs. Barbauld her light and plain- 
tive “Life, we have been long together,” the 
pretty tail-piece to a heavily weighted little poem. 
Mrs. Aphra Behn is a curious figure of wild gaiety 
amid the prim and thin personalities of the first 
English poetesses. The amount of her poetry is 
small indeed by her dramatic work, and I am not 





aware that I have ever seen a line of hers, except a 
solitary poem from “ Abdelazas,” which is not with- 
out lightness and grace, yet gives no warrant for 
“Astriea’s” place among women-poets, except that 
the ranks were so thin. Anne Killigrew was immor- 
talised, not by her own poetry, but by certain lines of 
Dryden which keeps her for us in young loveliness. 
Lady Mary Wortley Montagu does not lure one into 
a disquisition on her poetry, nor do Mrs. Cowley, or 
Mrs. Piozzi with her “ Three wisles,” or Miss Seward, 
“The Swan of Lichfield,” and subject of another of 
Sir Walter Scott’s generous rash judgments. Mrs. 
Tighe and Hannah More one treats with no more 
than respect. More charming than the poems of 
any of those well-known women are the delicate 
pseudo-pastoral prettinesses of “‘My mother bids me 
bind my hair,” which poem gives Anne Hunter, the 
wife of the great anatomist, a place among the 
poetesses. 


But really the first poetesses to be considered are 
those of the sentimental school which Mrs. Hemans 
headed, and which included L. E. L., Mrs. Sigourney, 
and the Hon. Mrs. Norton. It is a long step from the 
women of the Nineties to those of the Thirties, but 
even in our mothers’ time the sweetness of Mrs. 
Hemans’ plaintive verses struck echoes in hearts, 
and especially feminine hearts, whose emotions were 
of the simplest. Hers was an art without poignancy 
and without surprises, but her popularity was 
immense and far-reaching. Even yet she is not 
forgotten, and her “ Casabianca” holds the recitation- 
class in many an unsophisticated schoolroom; and 
no doubt in quiet corners of the world, in an 
atmosphere of lavender and pot-pourri, she still 
strikes plaintive chords on the heart-strings of 
women who learned to love her poems when they 
were young. The school that followed her had her 
defects with far less than her qualities. 





But how different a muse was to eclipse and 
extinguish theirs. Mrs. Browning lit the dull skies 
of the Thirties, for women minute in their emotions, 
as Jane Austen has revealed them. The effect 
must have been like “when a new planet swims 
into our ken.” At a spring she ranged the poetry 
of women by the poetry of men. I suppose she 
is our greatest personality in poetry, though as 
an artist she falls far short of that other great 
woman, Miss Christina Rossetti. To Mrs. Browning 
no one need be generous because of her sex. 
Yet, in spite of her grandeur and her power, 
the defects of her work are feminine. Her real 
strength is when she is quiet, as in the sonnets, where, 
restrained by an arbitrary form, her thoughts brood 
in a passionate peace. That which is her pseudo- 
strength, which injures “ Aurora Leigh” fatally, 
and mars so many of her poems of action, is nothing 
less than an hysterical strain, the vehemence of 
which leaves her reader unconvinced, and greatly 
lowers her own artistic harmony. Yet even in her 
failures she is great. She was so rich in feeling, 
in imagination, in passion, that it was hard to be 
restrained. Reticence is not in many of her poems, 
but her worst is a rich inheritance. Despite her 
little frame, she had infinite energy of nature. Her 
intensity often had the result of being terse, a mood 
that might snap half-way like a string too tightly 
drawn. In her greatness and her defects Mrs. 
Browning was perhaps most the ideal woman of 
genius of them all, her very departures from a 
standard being a part of the lawlessness and the 
frequent inequalities of genius. 





Adelaide Procter belongs almost as much to the 
past as Mrs. Hemans. Her own beautiful personality 
looks at one through her poems. But it was a per- 
sonality eminently of the world unworldly, and her 
poetry belonged, like the poetry of those others, to 
an age of women whose characters were told in their 
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oval faces, their limpid eyes, their drooping silky 
ringlets. Nothing is more remarkable than the 
change that has come about in the looks of women 
since they put on responsibility. Your typical 
educated woman of the end of the nineteenth cen- 
tury is often very charming ; but it is with a piquant 
and independent charm, miles away from Leech and 
the Books of Beauty. 





The real spirit of revolt in woman found its 
expression in that melancholy genius, Emily Bronté. 
She dominates one in her poetry by force of her 
lonely intellect and heart. She had what her Old 
Stoic prayed to have, “a chainless soul.” The vast 
liberty she claimed and took is round her like the 
empyrean. As a poet she appeals to few, though the 
destroying passion of “ Wuthering Heights” cries 
at many hearts like the ghost asking shelter out of 
the night and rain. The rules of her art she 
scorned. Her poetry was wrung from her in travail, 
as every intense line she ever wrote was. She is so 
remote in her genius that neither our pity nor our 
love goes after her to her bleak and melancholy 
heights. 





As for George Eliot's poetry, I have heard wiser 
critics than I am praise its power and its lofty poetic 
qualities. It could scarcely fail to have noble and 
dignified thoughts, and the wealth of a sane and 
beautiful vocabulary; but to me it seems but the 
difficult exercise in an unfamiliar form of a great 
woman whose true medium was prose. 





In our own day of course no one stands by right 
on the same level with Miss Rossetti. From some 
Italian ancestor she inherited the spiritual unction, 
the intimate mysticism which is in her poems as 
legitimately as in Crashaw or St. Teresa. But side 
by side with these she has a clearness and a sanity 
which makes her poetry as pure as crystal through 
which the sun is shining. With a medieval fervour 
she does not need medieval surroundings. I think 
she could take the coldest of human religions and 
clothe it with her fervour till it shone with many 
facets like a diamond. I hope Miss Rossetti the 
saint will not lose us Miss Rossetti the poet, for of 
late years, save for exquisite snatches of verse in 
volumes of religious meditations, she has given us 


no poetry. 





Miss Ingelow works with far more artifice, if less 
art, than Miss Rossetti. Curious colours and quaint 
forms are among her implements of magic, and her 
metres are as strange and original as any lover of 
change could desire. Her poetry is often somewhat 
eccentric, but through all of it runs a delicate and 
pure quality that makes it rarely beautiful. Her 
manner is very picturesque, and in a poem witha 
pictorial quality like “The High Tide,” or that 
beautiful strong sonnet “On An Ancient Chess- 
King,” she is at her best. She has followed no 
master or no school in her writing, and she has kept 
the secret of her colcurs and her rhymes, or else she 
is difficult to copy ; for dearly loved as she is, especi- 
ally by English maidens, I have never seen even an 
attempt at copying her. 





Mrs. Webster and Mrs. Hamilton King are of the 
generation following these, and both are writers of 
uncommon power, strength, and sweetness. Of the 
younger women Mrs. Meynell, with her one slender 
and exquisite volume, stands well in front. She has 
subtlety of thought, exceeding fineness of expression, 
and a pathos which lies on all her poetry, tender as 
twilight. Iam glad Messrs. Matthews & Lane are 
soon to give us a new volume of her poems. Madame 
Darmesteter has not given us any poetry for a long 
time, and we miss her flute of delicate magic. Miss 
May Probyn is also silent since her first volume, 





save for an occasional magazine poem, which 
haunts one with some sad and sweet refrain. 
Mrs. Graham Tomson is very much the woman fin 
de siécle—nervously impressionable to the seen world 
and the unseen, finely touched to the magic of crowds, 
alert to the magnetism that is in the air of great 
cities, a maker of poetry whose very beauty tells us 
the writer is somewhat unstrung. Miss Nesbit, to 
give her her pen-name, is another of the new and 
responsible women whom the sadness of the world 
saddles with a personal burden, and whose poetry 
sings itself in no Arcadia, no Fool's Paradise of 
lights and leisure, with the people in rags and 
tatters out in the rain and darkness. Hers is a 
beautiful and tender Muse with wistful eyes and 
soft cheeks under the red cap of Liberty. 





Poor Miss Constance Naden is dead. Despite Mr. 
Gladstone’s judgment, and despite her own wit and 
learning, I doubt that she was a poet born. Then 
poor Amy Levy would have written us lovely and 
plaintive things, and more exclusively her own, once 
she had slipped from under the magic of Heine— 
for her prose showed a powerful intellect, and a 
character of absorbing interest. But she too, poor 
child, is with the shades. 





It would make my little field too wide to include 
Americans, else I should set very high Mrs. Piatt, the 
New World poet of maternity and of childhood. 
And the young women-writers crowd in fast. There 
are Miss Barlow and Frances Wynne and May 
Kendall. And of those I have not room to 
classify are Miss Hulholland, Miss Hickey, Miss 
Werner, and many other writers of beautiful verse. 
And Michael Field would need a place all to herself. 
Most of the women writers are minor poets indeed, 
but for that no less poets than the robin ceases to 
have an exquisite song because he is not a nightingale. 
The young school of women poets of our day i, to 
my mind, far in advance, both by nature and art, of 
the young school of men poets, where learns no pos- 
sible great man, except one, perhaps, whom I am not 
invidious enough to mention. Gentlemen who reform 
our language, is it not time to do away with the 
clumsy modern classification of poetry by sex, and to 
fuse us universally under the ancient proud name of 


poets ? K. T. 








REVIEWS. 


RALEIGH. 


Sime Watrer Raveieu: a Brocrarny. By William Stebbing, M.A, 
Oxford : The Clarendon Press. 


JEW subjects are more attractive to the bio- 

grapher than the life of Raleigh. His career 
was brilliant and adventurous—full of movement and 
colour-—crowned by a picturesque and tragic con- 
clusion. In an age full of romance he is the most 
romantic figure. “ Among the most dazzling person- 
alities in English history,” pronounces Mr. Stebbing, 
“and the most enigmatical.” For this very reason 
the biographer finds his life full of difficulties as well 
as temptations. It swarms with controverted ques- 
tions; it touches every side of the national life of 
his age. The man himself was courtier and soldier, 
colonist and statesman, poet and historian, tried by 
all varieties of fortune—in extremes hated and 
beloved. It is no easy thing to portray this many- 
sided activity and this complex nature, and to 
present them in the pleasant, flowing narrative 
which the author has aimed at producing. 

Mr. Stebbing prefixes to his book a portrait of 
Raleigh, engraved for the first time from a miniature 
in the possession of the Duke of Rutland. He has 
spared no labour to attain the truth, has studied 
every available authority, sifted his evidence with 
care, and collected new touches from a hundred 
different sources. But his style is somewhat stiff 
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and monotonous, and he has not the art of telling a 
story. In the desire to be popular he eschews foot- 
notes altogether, and gives only the most general 
references. From a scientific point of view this 
method is certainly a mistake; it makes it difficult 
to perceive the new facts Mr. Stebbing has gathered, 
or to test the new views he puts forward. From an 
artistic point of view it has a still more serious 
defect—the digressions and discussions which might 
have been relegated to footnotes inevitably invade 
the text. Arguments about the authenticity of 
documents and the correctness of dates obstruct the 
progress of the story and mar the best situations in 
the drama. As soon as Raleigh arrives at the Court 
and begins to enjoy Elizabeth's favour, we are 
treated to two pages on the spelling of his name, 
with about fifty specimens. Controversies crop up 
continually, and in the middle of Raleigh’s troubles 
Mr. Stebbing stops to have a few rounds with Mr. 
Gardiner. The points at issue between them are 
points of interest, and the conclusions advanced well 
worthy of consideration. Mr. Stebbing, for instance, 
gives good reasons for rejecting one of Raleigh's 
most famous letters as spurious (p. 195); but these 
critical disquisitions are properly matter for notes 
and appendices. 

To sum up, what Mr. Stebbing has given us isa 
volume of excellent essays on Raleigh rather than 
the popular biography he intended to give us. The 
general reader will probably continue to prefer Mr. 
Gosse’s “ Life of Raleigh” in the series of “ English 
Worthies,” and the student will still be unable to 
dispense with the two volumes of Mr. Edward 
Edwards. Both will find Mr. Stebbing’s book an 
admirable supplement to those works. 

Mr. Stebbing neglects no side of Raleigh's career, 
and has something new to say about every part of 
it. But he is perhaps happiest in dealing with 
Raleigh as a writer. The chapter on Raleigh’s 
“History of the World” ought to do something 
to revive the study of that forgotten classic. Most 
people know it merely by the concluding apostrophe 
to Death, or by an equally familiar quotation from the 
preface. In its own timeit delighted men of all ranks 
and all parties. Hampden was a devoted student of it, 
Cromwell recommended it enthusiastically to his son, 
and Montrose prized it more than all the rest of his 
library. The copy of the firstedition now inthe British 
Museum was the travelling companion of Elizabeth 
of Bohemia. It was not merely the raciness of the 
style, the flashes of wit and eloquence, the dramatic 
presentation of scenes and characters, which roused 
the enthusiasm of its readers. Nor was it simply 
that Raleigh brought before them so vividly the 
great panorama of the past. He wrote for an age 
whose favourite forms of literature were the sermon 
and the play, and treated the story of the world in 
the spirit of the preacher and the dramatist rather 
than in the spirit of the annalist or antiquary. 
According to Raleigh, the end and scope of all 
history was “to teach by example of times past 
such wisdom as may guide our desires and actions.” 
His aim was to make good citizens and wise and 
generous rulers, by showing “ how kings and king- 
doms have flourished and fallen, and for what 
virtues and piety God made prosperous, and for 
what vice and deformity He made wretched, both 
the one and the other.” 

“The true grandeur of the ‘History of the 
World,” writes Mr. Stebbing, “is in the scope of the 
conception, which exhibits a masque of the Lords of 
Earth, ‘ great conquerors and other troublers of the 
world’ rioting in their wantonness and savagery, as 
if Heaven cared not or dared not interpose, yet made 
to pay in the end to the last farthing of righteous 
vengeance. They are paraded paying it often in 
their own persons, wrecked, ruined, humiliated; and 
always in those of their descendants. . . . None 
elude their condemnation and sentences before the 
tribunal of posterity. On moves the world’s imperial 
pageant ; now slowly and somewhat heavily through 
the domain of Scriptural annals ; now, as Greek and 





Roman confines are reached, with more ease and ani- 
mation ; always under the conduct as if of a Heaven- 
commissioned teacher with a message to rulers, that 
no ‘cords ever lasted long but those which have 
been twisted by love only.’ Throughout is found 
an instinct of the spirit of events and their doers, a 
sense that they are to be judged as breathing beings 
and not as mummies, an affection for nobility of aim 
and virtuous conduct, a scorn of rapacity, selfishness 
and cruelty, which account better for the rapture of 
contemporaries, than for the neglect of the ‘ History 
of the World’ in the present century.” 

On many points Mr. Stebbing’s conclusions differ 
materially from those of Mr. Gardiner. Raleigh has 
always fared better at the hands of biographers 
than with historians. With contemporaries and 
rivals his own egotism and masterfulness made him 
unpopular. With the next generation he was 
popular because they regarded him as the victim 
of Spain. In later times his intense individuality 
has conquered for him the admiration of biogra- 
phers, and his misfortunes have secured him their 
sympathy. Mr. Stebbing is not blind to Raleigh's 
defects, and if he sometimes palliates, does not seek 
to conceal them. 

“More smoothness in his fortunes would have 
shorn them of their tragic picturesqueness. Failure 
itself was needed to colour all with the tints which 
surprise and captivate. He was not a martyr to 
forgive his persecutors. He was not a hero to endure 
in silence and without an effort to escape. His 
character had many earthy streaks. His self-love 
was enormous. He could be shifty, wheedling, 
whining. His extraordinary and indomitable per- 
severance in the pursuit of ends was crossed with a 
strange restlessness and recklessness in the choice of 
means. His projects often ended in reverses and dis- 
appointments. Yet with all the shortcomings, no 
figure, no life gathers up in itself more completely 
the whole spirit of an epoch; none more firmly 
enchains admiration for invincible individuality, or 
ends by winning a more personal tenderness and 
affection.” 

Of Raleigh's many biographers none has felt this 
affection more strongly than Mr. Stebbing. With 
all its defects his book is the work of a man who 
knows his subject thoroughly, and is in complete 
sympathy with his hero. 


THE EASTERN SUDAN, 


Travets 1 Arnica Dunine tue Years 1879-83. By Dr. Wilhelm 


Junker. Vol. II. Translated from the German by A, H. Keane, 
F.R.G.S. London: Chapman & Hall. 

Travers ix Arrica Durtne tHe Years 182-86. By Dr. Wilhelm 
Junker. Vol. III. (Same translator and publisher.) 


Licut is breaking on Africa slowly, and not too 
surely. It is dawning also on that section of the 
public which has an opportunity of talking to African 
travellers as well as of reading their books that the 
real Africa is by no means the Africa of print and 
picture. In Dr. Junker's two fine volumes there are 
many loopholes, allowing an observant reader to 
catch glimpses between the lines of something 
like the real Africa with its half-understood 
inhabitants. There was a transparency of character 
about Junker, a freedom from preconception, and an 
absence of temptation to depart from or improve 
upon the truth that distinguish him from many 
writers of African travel. He was unbiassed by 
political, commercial], or missionary motives. Moving 
as an unaggressive and sympathetic sojourner 
amongst the people, he noted, with scientific pre- 
cision, their way of life and their surroundings, and 
often succeeded in analysing their curiously crooked, 
though shallow, characters. 

From 1879 to 1886 Junker travelled and tarried 
in the Eastern Sudan, on the safe side of the 
troubles which darken the recent history of that 
region. Any attempt to trace his many wanderings 
would be hopeless without the use of maps, but the 
general course of his explorations may be briefly 
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noted. Leaving Sawakin in December, 1879, he 
crossed to Berber and took steamer thence to Khar- 
tum, proceeding, after some delay, on the more 
troublesome voyage to Meshra-el-Reg on the Bahr-el- 
Ghazal, then a centre of Egyptian authority. In 
navigating these waters, blocked by the grass- 
barrier or sudd, steamers are as seriously em- 
barrassed as by ice-floes in the Arctic Sea. Thence, 
with a small caravan of natives, he moved south- 
ward into the Niam-Niam country, building for him- 
self headquarters with the doleful name of Lacrima 
near the chief Ndoruma’s. From this base, expedi- 
tions were made to explore the watershed between 
the Nile and the Welle-Makua, the great river flow- 
ing westward, which was proved by Grenfell and Van 
Géle to swerve abruptly, after the manner of African 
rivers, and flow into the Congo. From point to point 
the traveller plodded on, crossing and recrossing the 
Welle, speculating as to its course, mapping his 
route, observing and collecting new species of 
plants and animals, halting long at the courts of 
Niam-Niam and Monbattu chiefs, half as captive, 
half as honoured guest. At length his supplies of 
goods for barter ran short, and his thoughts followed 
the assistant whom he had sent home by the Bahr- 
el-Ghazal with part of the collections. It was now 
the autumn of 1883, and thickening rumours of the 
disturbed state of the northern provinces caused Dr. 
Junker to delay, hoping for improvement, until an 
urgent appeal from Lupton Bey demanding the aid 
of the southern chiefs against the Mahdists decided 
his action. Turning eastward, he joined Emin at 
Lado, and commenced to wait for the steamer 
expected daily from Khartum. For two years he 
waited, moving up and down the White Nile between 
Lado and Wadelai, until at last in the beginning of 
1886 he risked the long land journey through 
Uganda to Bagamoyo, and so returned to Cairo by 
Zanzibar. 

To the geographer, to the naturalist, and to the 
traveller, these volumes, like that which preceded 
them, are full of interest. The natural history notes 
alone would make a fascinating volume. Junker’s 
hints to African travellers are sound and practical. 
With regard to equipment, food, lodging, and, above 
all, treatment of natives, his experience enabled him 
to advise authoritatively. But we fear a European 
must be a born Russian to take kindly to the termite 
stews and semi-putrescent native cheeses which 
Junker welcomed as pleasant varieties in his fare. 

There is, however, a much wider interest called 
forth in this book than any mere record of travels 
could afford. It throws new light on the enigmatical 
character of Emin, and furnishes fresh puzzles as to 
the reason of Stanley’s route to his rescue, and of 
Stanley’s supposed misapprehension of his nature. 
To Junker Emin had been a faithful friend, but 
nevertheless jarring elements were not concealed. 
One painful instance of hypocrisy and treachery 
toward a native chief, several occasions of stern ad- 
ministration of justice, and innumerable cases of 
hesitation and fickleness ought, if reported by 
Junker to Stanley at their historic meeting in Cairo, 
have sufficed to let the latter see exactly what sort 
of man he had to deal with. Junker does not hesitate 
to express surprise at Stanley’s persistence in the 
dark forest route to the east, when he knew of the 
open land and friendly peoples a few days’ march 
farther north. 

Many of the traits of native character, which are 
here thrown into relief, afford matter for much 
thought to the anthropologist. Prevailing concep- 
tions of civilisation must be modified to fit with the 
observation that in the region between the Sudan 
and the Congo basin the more intelligent and trust- 
worthy tribes, and those kindest to women, children, 
and domestic animals, are cannibals, whilst those 
which shun human flesh are the lazier, ignobler, and 
more cruel. 

Mr. Keane’s translation is well done; many of 
the renderings are racily idiomatic, and there is 
hardly a trace of that cumbrous verbiage which 





too often reflects a German original in translation. 
An introductory note summarises briefly the life and 
work of Dr. Junker, whose death occurred just after 
the revision of the proofs of the German edition of 
his travels. This slight sketch can be filled in by 
many revelations of the traveller's own character in 
his writings, which are, in fact, a true autobiography, 
written unconsciously in the record of his life work, 
and free from the morbid egoism which almost 
necessarily taints any designed attempt at bio- 
graphical self-measurement. The illustrations, many 
of them from Schweinfurth’s sketches and photo- 
graphs, are numerous and beautifully executed. 


THE ART OF FENCE. 


Scnuoots axp Masters or Fence rrom THE Mippie AGEs To THE 
Exp or THE Erouteentn Century. With a Complete Biblio- 
graphy. dllustrated with Reproductions of Old Engravings and 
Representations of Typical Swords. By Egerton Castle, M.A., 
F.8.A. A New and Revised Edition. London: George Hill & 
Sons. 

PRACTICAL fencing has been described by Moliére as 

“Tart de donner et de ne pas recevoir,” and the 

author of this work tells us that it may be safely 

asserted that its theory has reached all but absolute 
perfection in days when the art has become prac- 
tically useless. The sword is no longer an ordinary 
part of the dress of a gentleman; duelling has 
become a thing of the past. It was, as we are told 
in the preface to the original edition, in the last 
years of the eighteenth century that most of the old 
traditions of the fencing art were for ever aban- 
doned ; “for at that time the fashion of wearing the 
sword as part of a gentleman’s dress was universally 
discarded, and swordsmanship became consequently 
no longer an indispensable accomplishment. At the 
same period, also, the old ‘Compagnie des Maitres 
en fait d’Armes’ in Paris was dissolved by the Revo- 
lution, whilst in Germany at nearly all the Univer- 
sities—the great fencing centres of that country— 
the deadly ‘ Rapier’ was relinquished in favour of 
the comparatively harmless ‘ Schlaeger.’” An argu- 
ment which is very fairly advanced in favour of the 
practical study of the art of fencing is that, as our 
author points out, those who at any time devote 
serious attention to it never seem to lose their taste 
for the exercise. “Old age may creep on the fencer 
and diminish the vigour of his limbs and the elas- 
ticity of his wrist, but that is amply compensated 
for in most cases by the increased coolness and pre- 
cision which come of long years of practice.” While, 
however, the art of fencing has been thus assiduously 
cultivated, its literature has been to a great extent 
neglected. Our author shows very clearly that there 
is no inconsiderable need of a good historical account 
of “the management of the white arm,” and that the 
subject is of interest not only for the fencer, but 
also in a high degree for the novelist, the painter, 
the actor, and the antiquarian. An amusing account 
is given of some of the anachronisms which have 
their origin in an ignorance of the history of 
fencing. 

“ Laertes and Hamlet, with the utmost sangfroid, go through a 
salute which, being perfectly unmanageable with rapiers, was only 


established in its details some fifty years ago. ‘There would, indged, 
be less anachronism in uncorking a bottle of champagne to fill the 
King’s beaker than there is in Hamlet correctly lungeing, reversing 
his point, saluting carte and tierce, etc.—ioil-fencing, in fact—in spite 


of the anticipation raised by Osric’s announcement that the bout should 
be played with rapier and dagger.” 

The history of fencing is well told in fourteen 
chapters, beginning with the early schools of fence 
and ending with the latter-day English schools. 
Perhaps the most interesting chapter in the book is 
that on Elizabethan fencing (chapter v.), where we 
have an account of the treatise on the rapier-play 
of the sixteenth century by Saviolo. The great 
merit of this author, according to Mr. Castle, is that 
he was able to demonstrate the most usual practices 
without the mysterious tracing of diagrams, circles, 
chords, and tangents so dear to authors of the Con- 
tinental school. The lessons take the form of a 
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quaint and amusing dialogue between master and 
scholar, in which we find that the pupil, among a 
number of excellent precepts, receives the sensible 
advice never to fight without good cause; but if he 
meet any man sword in hand, to do his best, lest he 
should be hurt out of his good-nature. The interest 
of the work is well sustained throughout, and a 
word of praise must be given to the illustrations 
which are profusely scattered through the book. 


MR. NICHOL’S “ CARLYLE.” 


Tuomas Cantyte. By John Nichol. London: Macmillan & Co. 


A Goop book may be likened to a tree. The image 
applies more especially to biographies, and most 
aptly to this monograph by Mr. Nichol. Firstly, in 
the “ Introductory Summary " we have a broad view 
of the forest of great men among whom Carlyle, 
like a sombre Scotch pine, soars so high—a Scotch 
pine, growing on a rocky surface slowly, storm- 
beaten, with resinous red wood of a wild fragrance 
and durable as oak. Here, also, the roots of the 
book may be best distinguished, widespread and 
deep, well-nourished by imagination, sinewy with 
thought, gripping a rich soil. The stem and boughs 
are the six narrative chapters, the flower and fruit 
the three critical ones. 

This simile—an image of parasitic growth con- 
stantly spreading from the book to its subject, and 
more than others liable to run to seed—springs out 
of a sheet of extracts from Mr. Nichol’s book made 
for the purpose of this article. In looking over it, 
no matter what period of Carlyle’s life is being 
discussed, what aspect of his character criticised, or 
strand of his thought untwined, there peer out 
of single paragraphs in every chapter, of single 
sentences on almost every page, “ pictures in little” 
of Carlyle; just as every leaf of a tree is an analogue 
of the whole plant. And that is the distinction 
between a work of art and a manufacture, a growth 
and a piece of patchwork: the one is cellular, and 
every cell a microcosm; the other a dry dyke, with 
every uncemented stone a fragment. Here are some 
of these leaves or Carlyle coins—we have seen some- 
where a tree of guineas——plucked at random :— 


“ No printed labels will stick to him: when we seek to corner him . 
by argument he thunders and lightens.” 

“Carlylism is the prose rather than the male of Byronism.” 

“The most thorough worker on record, he found nothing easy 
that was great, and he would do nothing little.” 

“Carlyle’s peculiarity is that he combined the functions of a 
prophet and of an artist, and that, while now the one, now the other 
was foremost, he never wholly forgot the one in the other.” 

“Though he founded a dynasty of ideas, they are comparatively 
few—like a group of strolling players, each with a well-filled ward- 
robe, and ready for many parts.” 


* Carlyle constantly found again in feeling what he had a bandoned 
in thought.” 

“ His writing is a fusillade.”’ 

These are but a very few of the brilliant leaves 
that grow on this tree. As with Carlyle’s own 
biographies, so is it with Mr. Nichol’s biography of 
Carlyle: every sentence plucks at the heart of the 
mystery, every problem is fronted till a solution 
satisfies the author—nothing is allowed “to divert 
or mar his design.” Mr. Nichol’s clear and compact 
account of the facts of Carlyle’s life is a frame for a 
spiritual sketch that appears—within the narrative, 
be it understood—in incidental critical passages and 
asides, so that when we come to the critical chapters 
proper we say, “ Here, then, is this soul, full-length, 
with all its glories and its stains, which we have 
seen already in glimpses through the clothes, the 
circumstances of its life and work.” We go back to 
the tree image. This book is, before everything, an 
organism, a thing growing out of the author's heart 
and brain; and if the reader thinks we make too 
much of this, he doesn’t know how rare such a 


product is. 
“ Criticism,” says Mr. Nichol, “is a higher kind of 
translation.” If we go further, and say that the 


highest criticism is creation, then it is certain that 
we have here the creation of Carlyle with most 





“virtue to produce belief.” In comparing this 
biography with Mr. Froude’s—-and how is one to 
avoid the comparison ?—it requires no expert to 
detect the most important contrast: it is almost as 
patent as the difference in length. Mr. Froude, in 
spite of his passionate endeavour to be impartial, is 
always mastered by his desire to make out a case; 
Mr. Nichol never does any special pleading: he takes 
the life—the whole life, the works, the letters, the 
conversation; smelts out of these the ore—the 
baser, as well as the nobler, metal—and casts 
from it a statue, life-size, sparing no blemish, but 
tarnishing no splendour, belittling no grandeur. 
One sentence will indicate the absolute fairness 
of the writer — fairness without effort: “ Injus- 
tices of conversation should be pardoned to an 
impulsive nature, even those of correspondence in 
the case of a man who had a mania for pouring out 
his moods to all and sundry; but where Carlyle has 
carefully recarved false estimates in cameo, his 
memory must abide the consequence.” It is by 
such frank, incisive, strong treatment that this 
brief biography takes rank as a work of the first 
importance. In the colossal marble wrought by 
Carlyle’s chief apostle, great as it is, emphasis swells 
too often into disproportion ; the life-size bronze by 
Mr. Nichol is felt to be the truer likeness. 

Of special matter in the book, we might refer to 
the quiet felicitous account of Carlyle’s marriage and 
his relations to his wife, and the new and pregnant 
comparison of Carlyle with Plato; but, indeed, it is 
all special matter, and we constantly come on sen- 
tences like this—‘“ Carlyle remains the master-spirit 
of his time, its Censor, as Macaulay is its Panegyrist, 
and Tennyson its Mirror,” every clause of which is 
an essay; or like this, “ Carlyle’s grotesque is a mode 
of his golden silence,” which is a volume in itself. 


FICTION. 


Tue Suirtinc or tHe Fire. By Ford M. Hueffer. London: T. 


Fisher Unwin. 
Totp ry THE VERANDAH: Passaces In THE Lire or CoLoneL Bow- 
LonG, Set Down ny His Apsvrantr. London: Lawrence & Bullen. 
Tue New Onto: A Srory or East anp West. By Edward Everett 
Hale. London: Cassell & Co. 


“THe SHIFTING OF THE FIRE” is a title that has a 
precious sound; the binding of the volume has a 
precious look ; preciousness lurks even in the quality 
of the paper upon which the story is printed. It is, 
apparently, the first volume of “ The Independent 
Novel Series”; it is not entirely easy to say, from 
this example, of what the series proposes to be inde- 
pendent, but we can imagine that it is trying to do 
without readers. On that hypothesis, and supposing 
that “ The Shifting of the Fire” is a fair example, 
we should say that it would succeed. From the very 
first page, when the wind strikes the house in a 
“solid mass” (“and heaven it knoweth what that 
may mean!”), there is no sign of hope, no allure- 
ment. Only the reviewer, fortified by a sense of 
duty, may reach the end of the story. 

Certain epithets—as, for instance, “ morbid,” 
“ utilitarian,” “precious”—have of late been elevated 
from their place and used as a final condemnation. 
That is hardly desirable. We have heard it urged 
by certain persons—of high moral character and 
quite unstained by education—that the style of Mr. 
Walter Pater is precious. In that case the precious 
style means a scholarly appreciation of beauty, great 
restraint and careful choice of words, and the poetic 
ability to suggest. And, if that be so, let us by all 
means have much more of that style. But if the 
style in which “ The Shifting of the Fire” is written 
can be called precious, then let the precious style 
perish at once and for ever. We do not require it. 


The mere use of “erstwhile” does not in itself be- 
token an unusual mental refinement. But we do not 
suppose that the style of this book will even, asa 
condemnation, earn the epithet “ precious.” For the 
most part it is perfectly commonplace and slipshod. 
It is only at the critical moments—as, for example, 
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when some particular fire is about to shift—that we 
see the attempt to write finely. 

At the outset the hero gives the heroine a bottle 
of wonderful poison, discovered by himself, and a 
violin—a Straduarius. The Straduarius is terribly 
common in fiction. The poison, although it is not 
used, is of importance, of course, in the story. 
Perhaps we might illustrate at once the writer's 
sense of humour and his descriptive power by 


quoting the following serious sentence :— 

“ Owing to an habitual miscalculation in the parting of his hair, 
the natural, devilish hardness of heart and overbearingness of spirit 
were visible in the disproportionately large size and pointed, forward 


thrust of the nose.” 


There is but little in the book to evidence a 
knowledge of men and women and the way in which 
things happen; yet on some rare occasions the 
author would seem to be in the position of Tantalus 
—without attainment, yet near to it and longing 
for it. It is a position of which no one would wish 
to speak unkindly; and although it is not possible 
to like “ The Shifting of the Fire,” we cannot say 
definitely that the author is without promise—so 
much frequently follows even the wish to get at the 
right things. 

“Told in the Verandah” is a book against which 
much might be said; the name Bowlong is a 
reminiscence from the barbaric times when the 
writers of fiction took the analysis of character 
easily, and stories of wild exaggeration or sheer im- 
possibility are too easy to be altogether uncommon. 
But, in spite of this, “ Told in the Verandah” has its 
points. There is a breezy humanity in it which is 
by no means without its attraction. And the 
Colonel is not a bad liar. None of his adventures are 
probable; but many of them, read quickly, do not 
seem absolutely impossible. Of course, this is due 
to the fact that the writer really has some invention 
and power. There is not one dull story in the 
whole collection, and the author is not too sly; in 
books which deal with a popular human weakness, 
authors frequently adopt the use of insinuation 
rather than suggestion, and give us too much gentle, 
stale badinage and cheap sarcasm; that is the sly 
style, and it is quite abominable. We are thankful 
that the author of “ Told in the Verandah,” although 
he is not quite free from this vice, does not suffer 
from it badly. It would be idle to recount all the 
Colonel’s exploits; whether he fights a duel, kills a 
man-eating tiger, escapes from the Thugs, baffles a 
match-making mamma, or sees ghosts, he is vivacious, 
mendacious, and not uninteresting. 

“The New Ohio” is a very short and unpre- 
tentious story, but it seems the best of the three 
books which we have noticed this week. One 
character in it, Silas Ransom, may, from his manner 
of speech, slightly remind a reader of Jingle; but 
there is far more novelty in the creation of him 
than we generally meet in the novel. The heroine 
is a woman who can think and act for herself—a 
woman of character. She will not accept the hero 
at first, but tries to lead him to some achievement, 
or at least the attempt at achievement. This is 
good for the hero, and also serves the purposes of 
the story. We do not propose to trace the story; 
it is well written—quietly and carefully written—it 
is full of interest, and shows real observation of 
character. It is not of the first order; it is not 
entirely free from some perfectly useless con- 
ventionalities; but, as novels go nowadays, it 
certainly deserves to be read. 





THE QUARTERLIES. 


THE union of the English and Scotch Parliaments is 
discussed in the Scottish and the Edinburgh reviews. 
Mr. John Downie, who writes in the former, is re- 
markably impartial. He points out that although 
there are several points in which the Scotch and 
Irish Unions differ, such as race, religion, national 
character, and traditions, yet the one outstanding 





difference consists in this, that Scotland has never 
been wholly without self-government, while Ireland 
has not had even the appearance of it. From this it 
may be inferred that the existence of self-govern- 
ment has had something to do with the success of 
the Scottish Union, and that the absence of it has 
had something to do with the failure of the Irish 
Union. Mr. Downie places the movements for Home 
Rule in Ireland and in Scotland in wholly different 
categories. While both countries alike suffer from 
the transaction of local affairs in Westminster, and 
both would benefit from the devolution of those 
affairs to local Parliaments, the remedy in the case 
of Ireland consists in the reversal of a policy which 
stands condemned by its disastrous results—in the 
substitution of self-government for paternal rule. In 
the other case the remedy consists merely in the 
development and application of the principle of 
Home Rule which has been at the root of the suc- 
cessful working of the Scottish Union. Mr. Downie 
has set forth with great clearness an important 
distinction apt to be overlooked. The writer in 
the Edinburgh Review bases his remarks on “Some 
Original Letters of the Duke of Argyll to Lord 
Godolphin, Relating to the Debates in the Scottish 
Parliament on the Union with England, 1705-6,” and 
lays much— probably no exaggerated — stress on 
the advantages of the Union in its commercial 
aspect. He succeeds, however, in proving too much. 
He says, “ The truest independence is not, therefore, 
to be found in a selfish isolation, but in bearing 
manful part in the larger life of the nearest Power.” 
Therefore Canada ought to join the United States, 
and Roumania and Bulgaria should become at once 
Russian provinces. The Edinburgh Reviewer's 
generalisation means that, if it means anything. 
This inadvertent heresy is capped in the same 
magazine by the author of the “Nebulous Hypo- 
thesis.” He divines that the advent of Mr. Glad- 
stone to power will be “ no laughing matter for the 
country.” To whom is this prophecy addressed ? 
To the Tories and dissentient Liberals who fought 
in the late contest to keep Mr. Gladstone out with 
the energy of despair? But, indeed, words are 
wasted on such drivel. There has been far too 
much said about it in the daily press; when the 
Edinburgh Review unclasps its pen-knife in the 
political arena, gladiators should sheath their swords. 

. The first article in the Historical Review is an 
elaborate and engrossing study of the schoolmaster 
who became Pope Silvester IL, by Mr. Roland 
Allen. It is a splendid subject, the tenth century— 
that age of lofty ideals and low practice in which 
Silvester II. fought his great battle for the cause of 
learning and morality. In an appendix Mr. Allen 
sketches the legendary Silvester, who “taught the 
Kaiser music magically.” Mr. Sigmund Miinz writes 
of his friend Ferdinand Gregorovius, the cosmo- 
politan historian who died last year. In his address 
on the empires of the world, Gregorovius has a note 
on England worth quoting :— 

“England, having established the freedom of her 
constitution, raised herself by the marvellous growth 
of her commercial enterprise to the rank of a great 
naval Power, far surpassing in size the Empire of 
ancient Rome. It is remarkable that in the interests 
of India England should in the present day have 
taken up the idea of the Empire which is historically 
connected with universal monarchy. What Pliny 
said of the Romans—that they had made the earth 
more human—may equally be England’s boast.” 

To return to the Scottish Review for a moment, 
Mr. Karl Blind contributes to it some interesting 
personal notes on Kossuth and General Klapka. The 
reputation of Kossuth is severely handled, and there 
seems to be reason in Mr. Blind’s criticism of what 
he calls that popular patriot’s “fits of dangerous 
observation.” ; 

With the October number, the Critical Review 
concludes its second volume. This quarterly is now 
firmly established as one of the first authorities on 
theological and philosophical literature. 
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


Tue beauty, goodness, and misfortune of Angelica Kauffmann 
have contributed to a renown which her skill as a painter 
would alone never have won. She possessed sense and sensi- 
bility, was an accomplished as well as a captivating woman, 
remained unspoilt by the exaggerated homage of the artificial 
society which she adorned, and, as no less a man than Goethe 
admitted, her paintings are full of thought, as well as beautiful 
in form, composition, and colour. Angelica Kauffmann—of 
whom Miss Frances Gerard has just written a kindly but rather 
an uncritical estimate—was born at Coire in the Grisons on the 
30th of October, 1741, and died in Rome on the 5th of 
November, 1807. Her father knew enough about art to teach 
her the first principles ot drawing, and he was also sufficiently 
shrewd to discern that the pretty child who ingratiated herself 
with everybody whom she met had talents which on business 
grounds were worthy of cultivation. He took the girl to Milan, 
Florence, Rome, and Naples, and such opportunities of culture 
were not lost upon her. Angelica began to paint with a delicacy 
and lightness of touch which startled those about her, and 
before long certain English noblemen, making the grand tour, 
were graciously pleased to extend to her, in no formal or half- 
hearted manner, their approbation and patronage. Lord and 
Lady Spencer in particular became her friends, and they were 
so pleased with the modest, romantic girl that they induced her 
to settle in England. She came hither in June, 1766, when the 
season was at its height, and for awhile it looked as if 
she was likely to become the spoilt darling of fortune. Her 
mg face helped to quiet the crities, and society received 
er with open arms. She spoke English, French, German, 
and Italian fluently, and she sang as well as she painted. 
Commissions flowed in upon her. The Court was kindly, and 
she became a reigning toast and contrived to turn Sir Joshua’s 
head. He not merely painted her portrait, but gave her 
fatherly advice, sang her praises evenpethent, and dubbed her in 
his pocket-book “ Miss Angel.” Two years after she came to 
town she was elected one of the first members of the Royal 
Academy. Then she was inveigled into marriage with an im- 
postor who styled himself Count Frederick de Horn, but who 
ees to be only an artfal German lackey, whose brutality 
rightened her, and from whom she obtained a separation at the 
end of four months. Afterwards, when ‘Miss Angel” had reached 
the age of forty, she married a Venetian painter called Antonio 
Zuechi, an austere man much older than herself—a union which 
ean scarcely be described as one of affection. Madame Kauffmann 
Zuechi, as she was thenceforth styled, was left a widow in 1795, 
and possibly the closing years of her life—she died, as we have 
already hinted, in Italy, in 1807—formed the most tranquil 
though not the most brilliant period in a straugely chequered 
career. The friendship of men like Wieland and Herder helped 
to cheer her closing years, and, in the courtly Roman societ 

where she painted till death surprised her, she was termed, with 
a touch of Italian grandiloquence, the ‘‘ Mother of the Arts.” 
Her bust was placed in the Pantheon, and Canova was one of the 
mourners at a funeral the like of which had not been seen in 
Rome since Raffaelle was buried. There are some odd blunders 
in this book, and several of them are of a kind which could easily 
have been avoided and which point to a very perfunctory dis- 
charge of the important task of proof-reading. Miss Gerard 
has, however, accumulated many interesting facts about her 
heroine, and, if she has little to say on the subject of her art which 
has not already been better said, she brings the artist herself be- 
fore us, and thus supplements the exquisite picture which Mrs. 
Ritchie has drawn in the pages of one of the most delicate and 
highly wrought novels in the English language. 


A little book entitled “ The Galilean” has reached us, and 
we find that its avowed aim is to give a “ portrait of Jesus of 
Nazareth.” The author, a Mr. Walter Lloyd, writes from what 
may be termed the complimentary point of view, and he rises— 
after the manner of his kind—superior to much that is recorded 
in the Synoptieal Gospels. The Christ of Christendom, he more 
than hints, is the outcome of theological dreams. The Incarna- 
tion and the Resurrection are dismissed as “legendary accre- 
tions,” and the mighty works which crowded the ministry of 
merey which lay between Nazareth and Calvary are whittled 
gracefully away at Mr. Lloyd’s leisure and to his own satisfac- 
tion. “The stories of Jesus raising the dead, I have no hesitation 
in saying. I think altogether unfounded. No man ever rai 
the dead.” Precisely ; but the whole argument turns on the 
old question—Was not this the Son of God? There is, in truth, 
* Anoerica Kavrrmany. A Biography. By E. A. Gerard. Illustrated. 

London: Ward & Downey. Crown Svo. (15s.) 

Tue Gatitean: A Portrait or Jesus or NazareTH. By Walter 
Lloyd. London: Williams & Norgate, Henrietta Street, Covent 
Garden. Crown 8vo. (2s. 6d.) 

Tae Prace or Mvustc ry Pustic Worsurr. By H. C. Shuttleworth, 


M.A., formerly Minor Canon of St. Paul’s. London: Elliot Stock. 
Post 8vo. (2s.) 


LicursisG Conpucrors anp Licutyixe Gvarps. A Treatise on the 
Protection of Buildings, etc. By Oliver J. Lodge, D.Sc., F.R.S., 
ete, Illustrated. Lendon: Whittaker & Co. Crown 8vo. 





little in these pages which is in the least degree remarkable 
beyond the remarkable self-confidence of the writer. The burden 
of proof does not lie heavy on his soul, and he shows himself 
singularly blind to the cumulative evidence of centuries of 
human experience. The heart of the world will assuredly 
never go after a “Galilean” of this description. The blame- 
less, gentle career of the Galilean peasant which this book 
eg lends itself admirably to sentimental rhetoric, but 
uardly to the great moral issues of life or the deep tragedy 
of human guilt. In spite of all special pleading, even the 
Galilean’s right to stand for the moralist or martyr must be 
disallowed if the stone lies still at the mouth of the sepulchre. 


“The Place of Music in Public Worship ” is discussed with 
judgment and common sense—from the point of view of a City 
rector—by the Rev. H. C. Shuttleworth. It is urged in these 
vigorous little essays that there are two distinct theories about 
the subject, and one of them may be termed the artistic, and 
the other the congregational. The first may be adapted to 
cathedrals and spacious parish churches of the Minster Abbey 
type; but the second is much more suitable for ordinary churches, 
whether in village or town. Frequently the unhappy parson, 
intent on gratifying the critical section of his congregation, and 
of meeting at the same time the requirements of the majority, 
falls between two stools, and is met by the murmurs of the choir 
on the one hand and the complaints of the congregation on the 
other. Mr. Shuttleworth is of opinion—and he speaks with the 
authority of considerable experience—that the best solution of 
the difficulty is to separate elaborate music from the ordinary 
offices of the Church and to find place for it at special and 
distinct services. Even in cathedrals. he contends, and in those 
churches where the artistic ideal of music is recognised and 
aimed at, there should always be a place for the people’s song. 
At St. Paul's Cathedral, where the ordinary music is of such a 
quality as to have won for the great metropolitan church the 
reputation of providing the finest musical service in Europe, 
there is always a plain congregational evensong every Sunday at 
which only simple hymns and chants are used. It will be news 
to many people to learn that no less than one hundred and ninety 
different hymn-books are still in use in the public worship of 
the Established Church, though only three of these collections 
have won a considerable vogue. We are glad to find that Mr. 
Shuttleworth does justice to what he terms the Puritan hymns 
of Watts and Montgomery as “ robust in tone and profound in 
feeling”; and we are equally pleased to see that he joins the 
protest which Kingsley made years ago against the morbid 
sentimentality of writers of the school of Faber. 


Dr. Oliver Lodge, F.R.S. (Professor of Physics in University 
College, Liverpool), has just written a bulky volume avowedly 
intended for engineers, architects, and other mechanical experts 
on “ Lightning Conductors and Lightning Guards.” The book 
is the outcome of lectures delivered before the Society of Arts, 


_and it seeks to set forth the most approved methods for the 


protection of buildings, telegraph instruments, submarine cables, 
and electric installations generally, from damage by atmospheric 
discharges. One hundred and fifty years ago the nature of 
lightning was unknown, and from Franklin to Faraday the real 
conditions of the problem to which the discovery of electricity 
gave rise remained imperfectly understood. Professor Lodge 
dismisses as fallacious what he terms the old drain-pipe idea of 
conveying electricity gently from cloud to earth, for the — 
of protection has been proved to be much more complex than 
that theory indicates. At the same time, he protests against 
the notion that his experiments have proved existing lightning- 
conductors to be useless or dangerous. Ind°~'!. he asserts in so 
many words that almost any conductor is ), v ably better than 
none, though he is careful to add that few, if any, conductors 
are absolute and complete safeguards. Into the more technical 
aspects of the subject it is, of course, impossible to enter here ; 
but the book, which is illustrated with instantaneous photographs 
and diagrams, deals minutely with the practical issues involved. 
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